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The Stage: 

Bare centre stage. On the sides and at the rear ramps forming a II shaped enveloping 
stage, marked in the stage directions as "the external stage". The central space is 
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ACTI 


Scene 1 


Stage dark. Music combined of National anthems: The Marseillaise, The Star- 
Spangled Banner, the Italian national anthem, Hatikvah, Deutschland iiber alles, God 
Save the Queen, and more. The anthems combine together in a crescendo, and then 
stop at once. Spot on Feinberg at the corner of the stage, wearing a cylinder. He 
takes off his top hat, waving it by way of welcome. 
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To the audience. Welcome to the Nineteenth Century! Cradle 
of progress. Liberty. Equality. Romance. Operettas. 
Machines. And last invention: Nations! An ethnic group, one 
territory, one language: Belgium... Umm... Switzerland... 
well, tops two or three languages. History. Territory, with an 
annex in Africa. Perhaps India... Pleasure. Feinberg. 
Chemistry. Registered associate of the industrial revolution. 
Mixing the elements. White magic. That is, sugar, currently. 
Zeitsev's sugar industry, near Kiev. No Master certificate, 
but proven skill. Wife and two children, boy and girl, so far. 
offstage. Ossip! 

To the audience. Berta. Virtuoso pianist. Specialty: Chopin. 
Extraordinary chemistry between Anti-Semite and Jew. 
Though Judaism, for her or me, are black attired cousins in 
constant funeral. Synagogue, from the inside, I've barely 
seen between Bar Mitzva and wedding ceremony. 

Enters, short of breath. Ossip, how was it? 

Throwing off his top hat, pretending innocence. What? 

Stop teasing me, Ossip. How was the ceremony? 

Laughs. Guard of honor at the central courtyard. Three 
columns of lead soldiers, with sugar canes in hand and on 
their shoulders, swollen sacks. 

Salutes. His highness, Chief chemist at Zeitsev's sugar 
factory! 

Yes. The old guy made a speech: young, highly energetic, 
skilled in all the innovations, will move the factory forward, 
a blessing for the industrial momentum of the Kiev district, 
and special pride for the Mosaic community: for the first 
time... 

Interrupts. Ah! He won't forget... 

Forget? What do you mean? From now on every sugar cane 
entering the Zeitsev factory is circumcised. 

You may laugh, but it is the first time that a Jew... 

Laughs. Berta, now you as well?!!! 

Yes, right. But do admit it is contagious. 
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Then here's a medicine. Draws a wallet. A special bonus! 
Our guess? 

Three times! They embrace joyfully. He lifts and turns her in the air. 
A chandelier for the living room! 

A new piano. Grand! 

Ossip!!! You sure? 

Won't help them, Berta. After the revolution, even the 
Priests will not remember who killed their Christ. In the 
Russia of Karl Marx, the word "Jew" will be banished from 
the dictionary. Kiev, the Feinberg family settles in you. 
Slowly, but surely. 

The lights dim. A spot on Feinberg. Berta disappears in the 
background. Soft music. 


To the audience. 1881. An aging century. Homo historicus 
toils extra hours to invent history. Round mid-March, at 
dusk, I saw the spirit of time talking in me. I saw the voices. 


Puppet theatre. 

A spot on "She": a beautiful girl' looking at Feinberg. Dark. The soft 
music cross-fades into a sudden, short thunder of drums. On the 
external stage the chorus produces a silent scene of pogrom: a 
combination of choreography, light and sound. In the dim light 
Feinberg is revealed, his clothes torn, makes his way, pushed and 
thrown between the rioters. The chorus is dispersed along the external 
stage, each member holding two puppets to enhance the crowd effect. 


Searching. Berta! He is thrown towards the centre of the external 
stage. Berta! Berta! 

Suddenly revealed in the dim light at the side of the stage. Ossip! 
Pushed towards her among the chorus members. Berta! Reaches her. 
Are you all fine? None is hurt? 

I'm fine. Mark and Sophie are good. They stopped before the 
house. They thought there were no Jews here. How about 
you, Ossip? 

Pushed towards her. Scratches. 

Show me. He reaches her. Hugs her. She is pressed towards him. 
Told you not to go out this morning. 

I wanted to see. They said it was over. The police have 
everything under control. Control... Not even half a 
policeman in the entire quarter. All took early retirement. 
Ossip, you can't imagine. The shop across the road broken 
into pieces. And he just lay there, deadly white, blood 
pouring from his forehead from broken glass, his wife 
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hysteric, and the kids... And I am told they came out 

lucky. 

Yes. The synagogue is like a burning torch. Formidable 
sight. Suddenly I felt sorry for not having been there for 
quite a while, not to remember how it looked like inside. 
Two have reached the entrance, here, downstairs. After 
having done with the shop. Didn't enter, but I peeped at them 
from the corner of the window, with Sophie in my arms. In 
two minutes, I have seen my whole life passing. Also death. 
What's going to happen, Ossip? 

Embracing her. Don't know. Perhaps we are not going to 
happen here. Silence. There, at the city square... I seemed to 
SCG <3 

On the external stage a spot on ‘‘She"': clad in a careless, 
revolutionary style; a pistol in her hand. 

Still in his arms. What? 

Shaken. No, nothing, nothing. 

Dark. 


Drums. The pogrom effect goes on. A voice offstage: "Beware the Ides of 
March!" A gunshot. The background music suddenly turns into a pravoslav funeral 
chant. The chorus gets organized in a structure of a funeral. A spot on Feinberg, 
separate from Berta. 
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To the audience. Almost! Two days earlier... On March 
thirteenth, Czar Alexander was murdered.” That day I saw 
her, for the first time. A spot on "She," the gun in her hand. I have 
already dreamt her, that's for sure. Where? Students' dance? 
Heidelberg? Basel? Maybe before? In childhood? 
Sunbathing at the Black sea, thighs of steel? Foreign charm. 
I knew each line, each spot in her face as if I drew it myself. 
But I also know that till that moment I never saw her. I was a 
revolutionary with her. Together we murdered the Czar. 
Together we stood at the city square and waited for the cops. 
Drums. Then, the pogroms. Death to the Jews. Looks around, 
cries: Berta! To the audience. And my revolutionaries? Where 
have they gone? And Kiev, but yesterday a home, became 
for me a hole of darkness.? 

"She" disappears. Drums. Light on the externa stage. The chorus, clad 
in black, are dispersed on stage, holding puppets in their hands. Sound 
of a howling storm. 

Those to see: 
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Heaps and heaps ahead 

Books are lying dead 

Feathers, vomit, brass, 

Piles of broken glass, 

Limbs and bones and blood 

Corpses clad in mud. 

And those to hear: 

Neighing, snorting horse, 

Rabble runs its course. 

Sound of splitting walls 

Blast of hits and falls. 

Cries of havoc spread 

Club on battered head. 

And those to touch: 

Rifts of splintered clay, 

Tiles in disarray. 

Faces crease in pain, 

Soaking rocks in brain. 

And those to smell: 

Torch of reeking smoke, 

Loads of festered oak. 

Stench of smelly shin, 

Lumps of burnt skin. 

And those to taste: 

Thousand waves of dust 

And the rancid rust. 

Sweat of riots' gears 

And a baby's tears. 

Dark. Chopin's Ballade no. I in G minor opus 23. Spot on Feinberg. 
To the audience. She disappeared on me, amongst the hills of 
feathers and the streams of glass, between pale, floundering, 
assaulted thighs, and fabric carcasses of torn puppets. At 
another corner of the external stage, "She" is revealed anew, this time 
in Bedouin attire. The music flows on silently while Feinberg speaks. 
Yet after many days she was revealed to me again, in sandy 
desert of another sun, another water and another sky, far 
from Crimea or the lakes of Swiss. Allegoric landscape, 
sights out of ancient Bible. The land of the Gazelle. A dream 
of Bourgeois Bedouin from the Ukrainian plains. 

Dark. 


The lights go on showing a combined setting: on the inner stage, a party at the 
Feinbergs' home: Ossovitsky, Dvora, Mania. The chorus members are divided 
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between several groups in the room, listening to Berta who is about to reach the end 
of the Chopin Ballade. At the centre of the external stage the light goes up at the same 
time on Zeitsev's office. The same office will serve all the office or interviews scenes 
in the play, while the identifying signs on it change. Right now, the sign at the front of 
the desk shows the logo of the firm: "Zeitsev sugar". Zeitsev, behind the desk, is 
going through a document. On the inner stage, applause. Berta has finished playing 
and curtsies, smiling. All present at the party raise their glasses for a toast. 


Ossovitsky* Bravo, Berta! A tour from Vladivostok to Warsaw, and you 
and Ossip are permanently settled. 

Berta Laughs. That much? Even outside the pale of residence?° 

Dvora Jew or no Jew, you'll have all of Russia laying at your feet. 

Feinberg — who joined the group just now, an open bottle of vodka in hand, 
filling the glasses of all guests. We will arrange for her an escort 
of Pogrom rioters: one policeman with a whistle, and one 
drumming on broken glass. 
General laughter. Mania reaches out her empty glass to Feinberg, in 
tempting gesture. 

Ossovitsky And one to blow the Shofar! Feinberg fil/s Mania's glass. To 
Berta. You better work on an Anti-Semite repertory: List, 
Chopin, a Wagner adaptation for piano... 
General laghter. 

Mania Why only Russia? What about emigration? I will take good 
care on Ossip here... 

Berta I always knew I could count on devoted friends. 

Feinberg = Imitates an official declaration. The government will not object: 
the western border is open for Jews. 

Dvora You hear, Berta? The concert halls of Vienna, Berlin, Paris, 
London, all ready for you! 

Ossovitsky And Ossip resigns the sugar factory... 

Feinberg And becomes a candy box. 

Ossovitsky No, Feinberg. A housewife. Someone will have to take care 
of the children. 

Feinberg _ I buy it. And for you to know I'm serious, half of what you 
suggest I have already done. 

Dvora Baked a cake? 

Mania Leaving Zeitsev? 
Cries of surprise. Feinberg cuts off from the party and enters Zeisev's 
office. Zeitsev indicates him to sit down. 

Ossovitsky You are not serious! 

Dvora Berta?! 
Lights dim on the party, but the company goes on partying silently. 

Zeitsev® I read your letter, Feinberg. You are sparing ink. Why leave 
us? You have complaints? 

Feinberg No, Mr Zeitsev. 
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If it's about a raise... 

No. 

Do you have another offer? A factory with sweeter sugar? 
I am leaving Russia. 

Out of the party, sounds a Swiss Yodl. Feinberg turns to him, 
surprised. Throughout the play the "puppet chorus" will make such 
interventions from time to time. Feinberg is the only one who hears 
those interventions and will keep responding to them in surprise. 
Back to Switzerland? Career shift to chocolate? 

Turns back to Zeitsev. No. 

Germany? Silence. America? 

In the party. Yosef thinks of going to the Land of Israel. 
Yosef? 

I move to the Land of Israel. 

In the party. That's Ossip in Palestinian. 

What about you? And the kids? 

Palestine? You are one of those Palestinians? From what I 
know, you consume in the toilet social-revolutionist 
pamphlets! 

Not anymore. 

In the party. We shall join later. 

I know, Feinberg, the glass in the Jewish quarter did not 
break according to G-Clef, but there's no need immediately 
to be a poet. Even if they destroyed a shop or two ina 
couple of towns, one does not immediately assassin another 
Czar or retire to the desert. 

All good, Mr Zeitsev. I have no plans to grow my hair 

and nails and steal sacks from you for my wardrobe. 

You are a brilliant chemist, Feinberg, even without a 
certificate with a chocolate stamp. Now chief chemist, and 
in a year production manager. Quite a respectable position 
for... in all respect. Steals a glance at Feinberg to see if his slip 
was noticed. How old are you? Twenty six? Seven? Your 
whole life is ahead of you! Your Berta is adorable, and the 
Chopin Ballade I haven't heard more passionately played 
than in your living room. The miserable Anti-Semite 
probably turns in his grave to hear that of all people... 
Feinberg, you are not a profiteer or usurer. No Anti-Semite 
will pester you even if they allow him. And they won't. 
There was a crisis... 

Crisis? 

Call it a crisis in the relations between Russians of the 
Orthodox faith and Russians of Mosaic faith, ok? Tough, 
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but temporary. Every person of conscience was shaken. 
Gentiles like me donated to the recovery committee. The 
government won't let the riots outburst again. You know 
what I think of your fanatic revolutionaries: you read my 
pamphlet. 

In the party. Gets up, holding a pamphlet: "From the desk of 

a liberal: Reflections on radicalism." 15 pages. One Rouble. 
Feinberg turns to her, astonished. 

But when it comes to equal rights, I am an ardent supporter: 
for peasants, workers, shopkeepers, Jews as well. 

In Russia? Equal right for Jews? Within the pale of 
residence or outside? 

Feinberg, exercise your musical ear. Learn from your wife: 
passion — fine; kitsch — wrong. Europe is bewildered. Here 
enough Francophones read Hugo, and my London agent tells 
me that also in Parliament they talk of us English with 
accentuate punctuation. 

Yes, we've heard of bewildered Europe. 

We are no cannibals. The Russian /ntelligentsia listens to the 
West. Tomorrow there might be another brawl] in some 
neighborhood. Some rocks will be thrown. The police will 
detain some suspects. But it will not turn into major havoc. 
Also in St Petersburg there is a strong urge to disapprove. 
They say it is a provocation of the revolutionaries. 

Do you make fun of me, Mr Zeitsev? Haven't you noticed 
the figures suddenly cropping up here three four days before 
the pogrom, having toasts with officers of the police? And is 
it a coincidence, you think, that this same story repeats 
everywhere? Jews are assaulted, and the police just 
happened to go to the loo. In Warsaw the head of police 
went on vacation in the middle of the pogrom. A week of 
holiday in the Carpathians. And everywhere mysterious guys 
in suits play paper chase with the rioters. I, Mr Zeitsev, have 
an open account with my fellow revolutionaries for not 
lifting a finger to protect the Jews. But let me remind you 
what else did our father the Czar: "the root..." 

From the party, quoting. Feinberg turns to him, astonished, as if 
Ossovitsky snatched from him what he himself wanted to say. "The 
root of all pogroms is the economic takeover of Russia by 
the Jews. The Jews take advantage of the Russian people for 
profit!"” 

Rubbish. You will see that the riots will expedite the liberal 
process. The Russian /ntelligentsia... 
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Pardon me, Mr Zeitsev, who is it exactly? Graf Tolstoy? 
Have you heard of him? Or Dostoevsky, for whom the Jids 
suck the blood of the Russian nation? Or the liberal 
Turgenev, who hangs the Jid as a profiteer and a spy, and 
then calls for moderation on both sides? No, Mr Zeitsev. 
Equal rights for Jews? Not here. 


Yet while he is talking, his partner has changed. Now, sitting on the desk, in front of 
Feinberg is Nichaev; about 26, his comrade in the Kiev Social-Revolutionary 
movement. At the front of the desk the sign of Zeitsev's sugar industry has been 
replaced by the portraits of Marx and Engels. The conversation flows on, as if the 
context didn't change. The inner stage darks. 
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Sure, Ossip, not until this Romanov will go as did his father. 
And not till we uproot capitalism. 

To the audience. Comrade Valery Nichaev. The author of the 
pamphlet "The application of Marx and Engels' socio- 
economic theory in a preindustrial agrarian society." Nine 
pages and appendix. Two roubles to cover expenses. To 
Nichaev. Great, Nichaev. And what am I to do in the 
meantime? And the grocer across the road? Wait until they 
demolish our house, his shop, our synagogue... 

Ossip, be wise. This is a cruel struggle. But history is on our 
side. Once the regime will change — then the lot of all the 
persecuted will change. 

That's good. Just one little question, Valery: What in the 
meantime? What is to be done now? 

Now we organize our ranks and wait for an opportunity. 
Marxism, dialectics — that's the future, man! 

To the audience. 1, indeed, wanted to check the past: nation. 

A mysterious entity. Yet if I'm not a nation, how is it that 
every time someone remembers his national identity, he first 
blows my head off? I went to the library and found an opus 
in eleven volumes: "The History of the Jews from olden 
times to the present." Heinrich Graetz. I openend the first 
volume to find history and found a detailed description of 
the land of Palestine. 

Leave alone the national myth, Ossip. All this mess serves 
only the ruling class. One fills the heads of the proletariat 
with national identity to distract them from the real struggle. 
What do you have in common with the grocer across the 
road? Think politics. You are first of all a revolutionary; a 
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socialist. A revolutionary needs nerves of iron. No 
sentiments. 

Sentiments? What happened on the streets here, comrade 
Nichaev, operetta? 

Ossip, it isn't time yet to distribute sugar to the masses. The 
tyrant and his system should urgently be exterminated, 
before he exterminates all the Jews, the liberals, the students, 
the journalists, and the devil knows who else. And whoever 
is to exterminate him must be a monster. To step on corpses. 
Of Jews. 

Now, of Jews. And then, in the revolution, of Russians — 
thousands, maybe millions. The blood will be the oil on the 
wheels of the revolution, remember? 

Right! How could I forget? You see, when they squeeze the 
oil out of your tissues, your brain gets dry. Kindly tell me, 
Nichaev, and if you get an order, say, to organize a little 
pogrom against Jews, to pour a little oil on the revolution 
wheels, will you do it? 

Gets up, uncomfortably. No one will give such an order. You 
talk rubbish, Feinberg. What's with you? 

You didn't answer. 

Who got away from him, turns to him. Ok, if you press, yes, I will. 
And I am not ashamed to admit it. Whoever is not willing to 
do everything... 

Got it. That's the reason why I'm not interested anymore in 
your revolution. 

Dark. 


On the inner stage, the light is rising on a house meeting at Feinberg's house. 
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Summing up his speech. What are we waiting for? Another 
delegation to our Gracious Father, to grovel for a bit of equal 
rights? No favors, friends. Let's rise and get the Jews out of 
Russia. 

Where to? 

England? 

America? 

Why not, excuse my expression, to the Land of our Fathers? 
Land of our Fathers, Ossip? My fathers spoke Khazar here in 
Kiev a thousand years ago and tried to make Prince Vladimir 
circumcise. 


Dvora 


Feinberg 
Chissin 


Ossovitsky 


Chissin 
Dvora 
Mania 
Dvora 
Chissin 
Ossovitsky 


Feinberg 


Mania 
Chissin 


Ossovitsky 
Feinberg 


Mania 


[|ND Ty?) 


11 


And what would Palestine offer to the thousands refugees 
lying in the streets? 

Land. Freedom. History. 

On history alone no nation ever could be fed. The name 
"Land of Israel" sends shivers down my belly button as well, 
Feinberg, but that does not mean that my vocation is to 
return to a land now occupied by others. 

The news from there are barely bright: tough land, 
unbearable climate. No Jewish colony settled, the Arabs live 
of the air, and when you are robbed — who will protect you? 
How many Jewish peasants do you know? In a world 
advancing towards industrial progress will you establish a 
new agricultural class, with Jews, in the Land of Israel, with 
all the religious commandments tied up with it? National 
revival is a package deal, including religion. 

Would you offer sacrifices on Temple Mount? 

Give your first wool to the priests? 

Slaughter red heifer? 

And what will you live on on moratorium year? 

A whole year you would not work the land? 

And if you survive somehow — what will they say about you 
in the world? That Jews wish to take over the holy places? 
To the audience. I've got no answer. How does one farm an 
allegory? Yet Graetz insists that the land there is made of 
soil and the rocks of stone. To Ossovitsky. And in America is 
it that easy for emigrants to absorb? 

America is a civilized country. 

Heard of the farmers' commune in Odessa? No private 
property, everyone works the land of everyone. Full-fledged 
collective community. This could materialize in America. 
With sixty thousand settlers you could even create a State. 
Where will you establish such a community in Palestine? 

A group of eager students will solve the Jewish problem? 
How many shopkeepers will buy their ideology? This will 
grow a Star-of-David among the stars on the flag? Yes, 
creating a Jewish peasant class anywhere is madness. But a 
pioneer group of emigration, creating a free society, with 
roots in land and history, without rivalling others — that is 
possible only in one and only place. 

General applause. Cries of "Bravo, Feinberg!"; "Land of Israel!" 
Far away from Berta, approaching Feinberg discreetly, in courtship 
manner, possibly kidding, possibly serious. Yosef, if Berta 
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wouldn't come with you, you know who will follow you to 
the end of the world. 

Lights dim on the meeting. 

To the audience. What is the Land of Israel to a charlatan 

like me? A picture of a female Bedouin assassin from the 
Scriptures? A historian's description? But when history 
grabs you by the throat, the mind turns butter. A riddle: how 
is it everybody believe you while you don't believe yourself? 
Fine arguments I gave there, yet if they asked me what was a 
nation, I could draw dark eyes, solid breasts, and chocolate 
thighs. They keep adorning me with a leader's crown, but in 
my pocket burns a fool's coxcomb. 


At the background, the last accords of the Chopin Ballade are heard. The inner stage 
dark. The light rises on the office on the external stage. Sankt Peterburg 
Conservatory. Anton Rubinstein sits, Berta sits in front of him. 


Rubinstein’ Miss Feinberg, beside my few comments, you are an 
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extremely wonderful pianist! Where did you say from? 
Kiev. 

Why won't you join our advanced classes? I predict a 
brilliant career for you. If you work hard, you can perform 
abroad: Vienna, Dresden, Basel. They crave for fresh talents 
like you. Of course, better not stress the Jewish name, Miss 
Feinberg... 

Mrs. Feinberg. 


Rubinstein Astonished. Married? 


Berta 
Rubinstein 
Berta 
Rubinstein 
Berta 
Rubinstein 
Berta 
Rubinstein 
Berta 
Rubinstein 
Berta 


Rubinstein 


[|ND Tn] 


Yes. 

Children? 

Two. With my mother until I return. 
Her Husband? 

Chemist. Now in travel. Abroad. 

Well, it doesn't make things easier. 

No. 

And is it possible you consider... 

Give up the family? Never! 

Well, it isn't... 

So I thought. It was crucial that you hear me. A dream. Now 
it's ttme to wake up. 

It's not for me to say, but such a talent... 
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Berta Yes, I was told. But the stars, not... Also dreams should be 
lived for a moment. Thanks for your time, Mister 
Rubinstein. 

Rubinstein Such a pity. If you regret, I'm here. 
Dark. 

Scene 8 


The inner stage dark. The light rises on the office on the external stage. Lilienblum 
sits behind the desk, the front side of which is now covered with a map of Palestine 
from the end of the 19" century. Feinberg stands, watching him. 


Lilienblum’® The sunset only depends on where you stand, Feinberg. We 
had a sun and we left it behind us. Now we must return to 
the place where the sun was shining for us. 

Feinberg Yes, Mr Lilienblum. Because of this text I am here. 

Lilienblum For us, a nation of middlemen with no political or spiritual 
freedom, it is enough to lead normal life. If the Word of God 
will spread out of Zion, good. There is no tax on dreams! 
Now take an hour or two and visit old Pinsker.'! Cheer him 
up a little. He craves for people like you. Will show you a 
pamphlet he is writing now. 

Feinberg He as well? 

Lilienblum "Autoemancipation." Reflections on the Jewish Question. 

Feinberg And after he will cheer up, what then? 

Lilienblum Organize a meeting: students, craftsmen, landlords. Found a 
Society for settlement in the Land of Israel. Capture them. 
Take power of attorney and sail to Palestine, to buy land. I 
will give you a letter to Levontin,'? know him? He himself 
represents two such societies. He was also connected to the 
new organization of Students, "Lovers of Zion": Bilu. 

Hands him a flier, then leaves and joins the chorus. Dark. 


Scene 9 


Drums. Light on the entire stage. The chorus is dispersed all over the stage. Feinberg 
remains at the centre, looks at the flier, which is spelled out by the chorus. 


C Don't count on progress and European culture! 
Drums. 

G We are the pioneer corps of a powerful movement. 

E We shall create a free state in our ancient land. 

D An equal society: social and national equal rights. 
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To the audience. May be return to Nichaev after all? Same 
vocabulary, but the others may know, at least, what they 
want. 

We address you, the wealthy Jews of Odessa here... 

To contribute each as he can... 

None will escape donation... 

We are determined.... 

Whoever will refuse... 

We are desperate... 

We will issue his verdict... 

Death! 

To the audience. Yes, late nineteenth century. Operettas. An 
aged flame of youth. Even in bed History speaks out of your 
throat. 


Drums. Berta approaches Feinberg. In the background, quietly, the Chopin Ballade. 
They turn to each other. 
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Yosef, you go but never will return. 

Berta, what do you say? We have... together... 

Yes... May be. You go. You'll not be mine, forever. 

Two months... We said... I will come back... And then we 
all... 

You will come back another. Like fairytales. A knife beneath 
your moustache. A monster in the eyes. 

You're speaking melodrama, Berta. We are not written in a 
book. We are here, burning eyes, breathing, paining, carving, 
and facing our lot. 

Yes, we are written! Every dot decreed in book of doom, 
penned long ago, irrevocably sealed, no resurrected heroes. 
You will come back another. Glowing eyes with light from 
coasts afar. 

To the audience. Kitsch! To Berta. Our love, Berta. 

Our love is here, Yosef. It's here, in Russian sun, the forests 
of Crimea, across Ukrainian plains. You wish to plant life in 
another landscape. Nature won't forgive such leaps. 

No, Berta, not like that. To the audience. What does she know? 
What is she reading in my eyes? To Berta. We are another 
landscape. Crimea is a shell, Odessa is a fable. We are a 
landscape with no bonds, with no spilled blood. We are a 
landscape pure and free. 
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Where is it? Where's a landscape pure and free? There, in the 
desert of your Land of Oz? 

Berta, I go to measure steps in freedom. I go back to my 
childhood where I've never been. To dip up to my neck in 
innocence and grace. Please don't prevent me. Don't prevent 
us. All life is bound in this one moment. First step. No stop. 
No looking back. The world is flowing with pillars of salt. 
To go, with no misgiving. Create ourselves. And if we fail, 
we're not ourselves. We are another. A knife beneath the 
moustache. A monster in our guts. 

Well, go, Yosef. But come back, as you promised. Come 
even if another, a knife beneath the moustache, come back to 
me. I hold my breath. I'm not alive until you come to me. 
Don't fear. I will come back to you, Berta. To the audience. 
What does she know, and I'm not guessing? 

Kiss them. Take leave of Mark and Sophie. Take care. Come 
back to me. 


The music is growing. The chorus encircles Feinberg, like a ship. 
Berta remains outside the structure. 


Come back to me. Come even if another. 


Within the "ship," to the audience. What is it with you, Ossip 
Feinberg? Chasing the wind to the desert. You, whose 
forefathers may have dreamt as well in eloquent Khazarian 
in the plains of Ukraine? You, who does not remember the 
colour of the altar curtain at the synagogue near home — who 
has drawn a Star of David around your belly button? The 
pogrom's blood? The memory of the boiled tomatoes in 
grandma's borscht? May be indeed the pamphlets of 
Nichaev? 

The chorus, in the ship structure, approaches the port, gets down to 
the inner stage. Feinberg at the centre, carrying a suitcase. The music 
Stops. 

Sounds, sights: the operetta rolls on. On the coast, in Jaffa, 
before I have seen even one grain of sand, I saw her again. A 
local Jean d'Arc in white robe. Dulcinea of a puppet theatre. 
Yet for the first time, flesh and blood. 

Enters Mariam Ayoub; she is the same character as "she", this time 
in white robe. With her, George, a Christian Arab as well, in a smart 
light-colored suit in the fashion of the time, an ornate walking stick, a 
white hat; and Ali, a passionate Moslem youth. They watch the 
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” 


newcomers approaching the coast. Feinberg, from within the "ship, 
enthralled by her sight, stares fascinated at her, yet cannot hear her 
voice. 


Russians. 

Jews. 

Coming to die. 

No. Not at all. 

Coming to die, I tell you. 

These young guys have a lot of life within them. Life and 
death. Like a sword they lash themselves throughout this 
land. Like plague. Like blood. 

Recites. "Wake up, ye Arabs! The Sultan's Empire will fall 
and the foreigners will come to inherit the land. Christian 
and Moslems, all Arab people, give us a hand to build a 
home here"! 

The pamphlets are getting to your head, Ali. 

You will see. Like blood. She is staring at Feinberg, who 
keeps staring at her. 

An Ottoman clerk enters the wide circles delineating the "ship." 
He approaches Feinberg. Feinberg turns to him and hands him a 
document. Mariam and George cross the stage and exit. The clerk 
peruses the document Feinberg handed him, shaking his head 
disapprovingly. 

Land. Milk and honey. By foot four hours from Jaffa. 
Healthy air. Ten dunams'*. Four Golden Napoleons’. 
Kaminitz Hotel. Across the road from the General Post and 
Telegraph House. By the railroad. One Franc. 

To the company. Quiet! 

To the company. Quiet! To the clerk. All in order! Hanging and 
Jussing around the clerk. 

To Feinberg. Profession? 

Chemist. 

For how long did you come? 

Looks at the broker. The Broker indicates with his fingers. Two 
months. 

Looks at his papers. Name? 

Feinberg. Yosef. 

Citizenship? 

Russian. 

Shakes his head. Family? 

Russia. Wife, a son and a daughter. 

Goes on looking at the papers. Shakes his head. 

Breaks from the company. Approaching Feinberg. Whispering 
loudly. Two francs. Customs broker. 
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Doesn't follow. What? 

Customs broker. 

We haven't reached the customs yet. 

That's fine. Customs broker. Immigration broker. Ship 
broker. Everything broker. Takes a crumpled paper out of his 
pocket, shows it to Feinberg. There's confirmation. Permission 
letter from all Heads of Kollels'® in the Holy City of 
Jerusalem. 

How much? 

Two francs. 

One and a half. Shows him the letter again. 

There's confirmation. Permission letter from all Heads of 
Kollels. 

Feinberg gives him money. The broker keeps his hand in demand, 
alluding towards the clerk. Feinberg gives him another coin, and the 
broker slips it into the clerk's pocket. The clerk keeps shaking his 
head, but stamps Feinberg's passport. 

The chorus disperses: three or four form a tighter structure around 
Feinberg and the broker — a structure of a small ship. The rest 
disperse and turn into assorted brokers and vendors waiting at the 
port. Drums. The ship reaches the coast. Feinberg's eyes try to search 
for Mariam, but the vendors gather around him in tumult. The 
customs Officer indicates to him to put down his suitcase, looking at 
his papers. 

Name? 

Feinberg. Yosef. 

Looks in his papers. Citizenship? 

Russian. 

Shakes his head. The broker takes a coin from Feinberg and slips it 
into the officer's pocket. The officer goes on shaking his head but 
opens his suitcase and searches it. 

To Feinberg. Porter? Half a franc the suitcase anywhere in 
town. Porter. 

Hotel. Haim Becker. Best lodging in Jaffa. Privacy. Only 
three beds per room. One franc. 

To Feinberg. Land. Paradise in Judea. Only three hours ride 
from Jaffa. Ten francs the dunam. 

Land. Milk and honey. By foot four hours from Jaffa. 
Healthy air. Ten dunams — four golden Napoleons. 

Porter? Half a franc the suitcase anywhere in town. Porter. 
Takes several packs of cigarettes out of the suitcase. forbidden! 
Feinberg looks inquisitively at the broker. 

Takes the packs from the officer. Leaves two packs with him. I will 
deal with this. At the customs office. The officer puts the two 
packs in his pocket. Goes on searching the suitcase. 
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Hotel. Haim Becker. Best lodging in Jaffa. Privacy. Only 
three beds per room. One franc. 

Kaminitz Hotel. Across the road from the General Post and 
Telegraph House. By the railroad. One Franc. 

Books. 

Yes. Mine. 


Calculating. Three Bishliks. The broker takes a coin from 
Feinberg and pays him. The officer stamps the papers, closes the 
suitcase. Feinberg and the broker move on. 

More half a franc. Reaching for payment. 

What for? I paid you as agreed. 

Hard work. Indicating the officer. Tough man. 

Feinberg hesitates, sends his hand to his pocket. Levontin, who has 
Just entered the stage in a hurry, as if looking for someone, approaches 
them in determined pace. He shoves off the broker roughly. 


To the broker. Enough. You have taken enough. The broker 
takes off, annoyed. Levontin offers his hand to Feinberg. Mr 
Feinberg? 

Puzzled a bit. Yes. 

Levontin. The Committee of Yesud Hama'ala pioneers of the 
Land of Israel. 

Shakes his hand. Feinberg. The Association for Settlement in 
the Land of Israel, Simferopol. 

Feinberg produces a letter from his jacket's inner pocket and hands it 
to Levontin. They walk towards the front stage. The chorus is 
dispersed in the background. 

Porter? Half a franc the suitcase anywhere in town. Porter. 
Kaminitz Hotel. Across the road from the General Post and 
Telegraph House. By the railroad. One Franc. 

Perusing the letter. Lilienblum? Feinberg nods. Levontin reads 
aloud, imitating Lilienblum's manner of speech. "We ought to live 
independent national life like all the other nations, rather 
than be the world's orphans". 

Approaching them. Land. Milk and honey. By foot four hours 
from Jaffa. Healthy air. Ten dunams — four golden 
Napoleons. 

Levontin and Feinberg burst in laughter. 

Folds the letter and goes on imitating Lilienblum. "Now take 

an hour or two and visit old Pinsker. Cheer him up a little." 
Laughs. 

Good to see you. Lilienblum wrote to me about you. Every 
morning I pass through the port. Every ship that comes. 
Come. We've got a lot of work. They turn to go. Enter Mariam, 
standing alone, at a distance. Watching them. 
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Approaching them. Land. Paradise in Judea. Only three hours 
ride from Jaffa... 

Enter Ali; suddenly advances, blocking their way in provocation 
addressed mainly towards D. 

No land for Jews! You've got nothing to do here! Passes his 
hand on his neck implying throat slashing. 

Picks up a rock and throws at Ali. The Latter avoids it and runs away 
offstage. To Levontin and Feinberg. Punk. 

To Levontin. What was that? 

Kids. The events in Egypt are lighting their imagination. 
What happens in Egypt? 

An Egyptian officer, nationalist, is turning the army against 
England and France. "Egypt for the Egyptians!" Lighting up 
the oriental imagination until also here they dream of some 
'Urabi Pasha'’ who will come to save the Palestinians. 

Save from whom? 

The Turks, the Templers, the Mission, you, me — in 
Alexandria they attack in the streets anyone who looks 
European, and here they plant rumors that the Palestinian 
revolution is around the corner. 

Is it serious? 

Dismissive. Kids. You've seen. Don't mind them. We have 
more serious problems. We have a people without homeland, 
and a homeland awaiting it. We've got what to bestow on 
this country, Feinberg. A land of freedom. Land of dreams. 
A good land. Now what we need is good Jews. If we'll settle 
this land wisely, you'll see how all the natives here will bow 


to us. And whoever wouldn't like it, will get lost. Come. 
They both turn to go. Feinberg raises his eyes and sees Mariam. The 
two stare at each other, silently. Dark. 


Drums. A spot on the character of the Jew from Alexandre Dumas fils’ play "The 
Wife of Claude" on the external stage, behind. Enter all members of the company 
from various corners of the stage, puppets in their hands, to serve as an audience. 


Daniel 
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Every race nowadays demands to have a homeland, 
language, and shrine of its own. We, Jews, were denied all 
these, and we were forced to steal our way to the affairs of 
governments, societies, and individuals. We have created a 
net into which the entire world will be trapped in would it 
want to torment us again. But now we want to be a nation; 
we need a homeland! Applause in the audience, and some booing. 
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For we keep repeating and saying throughout the centuries: 
Next year in Jerusalem! Applause in the audience, along some 
booing. Dark. 


Scene 13 


On the inner stage, the light goes up on Frumkin's home in Jerusalem. Frumkin, 
smoking a pipe, Ben Yehuda, Levontin and Feinberg. 


Feinberg —= 70 the audience. Jerusalem had always been hanging for me in 
the air, among clouds. Riding the shoulders of angels, like in 
painted maps. Suddenly I'm in, inside the allegory. So what 
is true? Me, or the picture? 

Levontin Meet, Feinberg: Jerusalem people. Mr Frumkin, editor of 
"The Lilly;"!® Mr Perlman, before, now Ben Yehuda, and his 
wife, Dvora Ben Yehuda... Pronounces the name with an accent 
on the one-but-last syllable, Ashkenazi-European style. 

Ben Yehuda” Corrects him in an accentuate Sephardic style, with an accent on 
the last syllable. Ben Yehuda! 

Levontin = Corrects himself. Ben Yehuda, member of the editorial 
board... 

Ben Yehuda Journalman. /tonay in Hebrew. 

Frumkin”’ A two days old innovation. My itonay is composing a 
dictionary of a nonexistent language. In the meantime he 
torments his poor wife, coercing her to speak the holy 
language with a two months baby. 

Dvora He isn't... I'm not... I'm actually... 

Ben Yehuda As long as the women will not speak Hebrew, there is no 
chance to revive the language with the people. 

Feinberg — what he makes his living of, journalism or linguistics? 

Frumkin Whois making a living? Turn his pockets and you won't 
find a penny. I pay him 20 francs, and 50 he earns illegally 
for teaching Hebrew at Alliance.”! 

Feinberg — [llegally? 

Frumkin = Alliance objects to the study of Hebrew in its schools. So Mr 
Bechar, the principal, who is a Hebrew fanatic just like 
our Mr Ben Yehuda, has found another section of expenses, 
refurbishment, or tiles maintenance, and uses it to pay the 
Hebrew teacher. When you hear this guy speak on the 
revival of the Hebrew language, he seems to fix bombs in 
the basement. Conspiracy. 

Ben Yehuda Corrects. Kesher in Hebrew. 

Frumkin — That's from today. Hot from the basement. 

Ben Yehuda And what are your plans, my Mr Levontin? 
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Tomorrow I take Feinberg to explore and find us land for 
settlement. 


Ben Yehuda That is good. That is the right thing to do. To buy land. A 
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lot of land — good, bad, buy all, from the Effendies, those 
who know that every grain of rubble is backed by a 
registration certificate — so that no piece of land will remain 
in Arab hands. But secretly, so that the Arabs will not guess 
what we are planning to do. 

Told you? It doesn't end for him in the lexicon. 

Why are you so afraid of the Arabs, Mr Ben Yehuda? 
Terrible fear is holding everyone here, Feinberg. Whatever 
you may say, however you would calm them down. Not long 
ago I have published a pamphlet... 

To the audience. Here as well? 

... In which I wrote: "And also from the Arabs do not fear, 
for they are no beasts, nor savages. They bear no hatred to 
the people of Israel, and if we welcome them in peace, they 
will reciprocate in peace. And if we will give them hope that 
we will do them good, then to the ground they will bow 
down before us and loyal slaves will be to us..." 

Got it, Ossip? 

Not a word. What is it, Turkish? 

No, Jerusalemish. A unique dialect of Judaism. Homo 
Colonialis. To Frumkin. Pines” insists on moving our 
committee to Jerusalem. 

And be part of the association he is founding here with Mr 
Ben Yehuda? 

What association, Mr Ben Yehuda? 

Even on the name they can't agree: Pines calls it: "The 
Society of Redeemers of the Land," and Ben Yehuda, 
"Society of Occupiers of the Land." 


Ben Yehuda No, we both agree not to make explicit the aim of the 


Feinberg 


society in its name, so we will call it "The Revival of Israel." 
On the real objective we will only talk with those we trust. 
What is the real objective, Mr Ben Yehuda? 


Ben Yehuda Renewal! To revive our nation on the land on which it has 


Feinberg 
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grown to the awful day Rome has murdered it. Only on this 
land, quenched with the blood of its sons, only here can our 
nation rule, if we managed to become the majority. And this 
we can achieve, for there are no more than five hundred 
thousands Arabs here, and their power is not great. We may 
easily take out the land of their hands if we do it cunningly. 
And what about the victims of pogroms? 


Levontin 
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That's another matter: the refugees from Russia should be 
helped to find shelter anywhere in the world. Settling in the 
Land of Israel, however, should only be privileged for 
people with means. A healthy society, no philanthropy. 


Ben Yehuda /mpatient. But now land should be purchased, immediately. 


Frumkin 


And at the same time, secretly, one should revive the spirit, 
the language, to plant in people's hearts the courage to be a 
people dwelling alone.”’ And our ancient language should be 
revived from the resources of the Arab language, to draw 
from it whatever we need and lend those words a Hebrew 
form so that their origin could not be located. 

Truth from the basement. Warned you: with him words are 
explosives. 


Ben Yehuda Only in heavy wars did Israel conquer its land, and now as 


Feinberg 


well, only if the people will invigorate, God will redeem it. 
Only wars? No road of peace? 
Silence. Frumkin, Levontin, and Feinberg turn to leave. 


Ben Yehuda Holding Feinberg. Feinberg. Not good. Find yourself a 
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Hebrew name. Feinberg, hmmm... Glorious Mountain. Har- 
Tif'eret. Yosef Har-Tif eret. 

Chuckles. Ossip Har-Tif eret... 

Considers. Yosef Har-Tif‘eret... A bit long, isn't it? 


Ben Yehuda Not Longer than Eliezer Ben Yehuda. 


Scene 14 


Dark. 


Applause. On the external stage just finished the show by Dumas Fils. In an after- 
Premieére gathering, get together Dumas Fils, The young Baron Edmond de 
Rothschild, and Isidore Cohen. 
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Dumas predicts a new homeland for us, Baron. 

What do you say, Dumas? 

Sucking his pipe. When a people codifies human morality in 
ten phrases, it may indeed proclaim itself people of God. 
Fine indeed, Mr Dumas. But we have no interest in your 
solutions. We are French and will remain French, and have 
no need of a new homeland thank you very much. 

I witness the terrible suffering of your nation and ask: Had I 
been a member of this nation, what a vocation would I have 
chosen? And I answer: to conquer my ancient homeland and 
rebuild the Temple in Jerusalem. Light to the nations. And if 
not exactly on Christ's Sepulcher, then at least across it. 
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Cohen Yes, we've heard the idea from Bonaparte eighty years ago. 
Everybody offers us good advices how to depart from here 
with dignity. Yet we have also heard it said that Jews are like 
building nails: they are good to strengthen the structure, yet 
how many nails one needs in one home? No, Mr Dumas: 
we'll live with you, dine with you, build with you a new 
society — and you'll have to learn that we are not nails alone. 

Dumas Yes, Mr Cohen, I was told already that the Jews only wish to 
live peacefully with the nations which have accorded them 
civil rights and gave up the idea of a homeland. If this be 
true, it's terrible. Blessed be the people who cherishes a 
national aspiration, even if it seems unachievable at times. 

Cohen Yes, a Jewish Empire. Ten million Jews from all corners of 
the world will rise to conquer Palestine. National home, and 
the constitution will be written directly from the Talmud. 
What about you, Baron de-Rothschild? If the Kingdom of 
Israel will rise, will you accept the crown? 

Rothschild I think I would prefer to be the ambassador of the Kingdom 
in Paris. 

General Laughter. The lights go down on the external stage. 


Scene 15 
The lights rise on the inner stage. Feinberg and Levontin meet with the Sheikh. 


Levontin Offers the Sheikh a cigarette. Ya sheikh, whose land is it 
there, across the stream? 

Sheikh Accepts the cigarette. Mine, Hawadja. 

Levontin Will you sell it to us? 

Sheikh Impossible. 

Levontin Why? 

Sheikh Land of all the village. 

Levontin But you said yours? 

Sheikh This year mine. Next year maybe neighbor. 

Levontin And how does one know? 

Sheikh Every year before the rain divide. 

Levontin Who divides? 

Sheikh The Elders. 

Levontin May one meet the Elders and offer them sell? 

Sheikh Impossible to sell. 

Levontin Why? 

Sheikh Land of Sultan. 

Levontin But you said all the village? 
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Yes. All village is of the Sultan. 

Then whom should one ask, the Sultan? 

The Sultan in Kushta.”° 

And can he sell the land? 

Laughs. Sultan alone? No. Sultan is busy. Making wars. 
Then whom should one turn to? 

To Efendy. He received the land from Sultan. 
And where is he? 

In Beiruth. 

And he will sell us the land? 

How sell? We are working the land! 

Then whose is the land, ya Sheikh? 

Mine, Hawadja. 

Will you sell it to us? 

But the Sheikh went out. Dark. 


On the external stage, a spot on Berta. 
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To Feinberg. Yosef, you're far away. And here all hearts and 
minds in fever for the land of Israel. Is there a land of Israel? 
Do you exist? Are we still flowing in your heart? The kids, 
and me? 

The lights go down on the external stage. 

To Levontin. Do I exist? 

What is it? 

Are you sure we do belong here, David? Is this our sun? Our 
sky? Do we have people? Nation? No one percent of those 
who leave there show up here. They never did. Just tales. 
They spoke, they prayed, Jerusalem, but emigrated 
everywhere: America, or Europe, even China — but never 
here. Maybe all this is just mistake, a dream, David? It is a 
great responsibility. We whistle, and people leave their 
homes, pack women, kids to come here. Remember Shabtai 
Zevi?© This hope we raise, perhaps it is but poison? 

Cheer up, Ossip. We help a vision. Making history. 

Be careful, David. History is punishing all those who make 
her. 

Dark. 
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Drums. Full light on the inner stage. The office of "The Committee of Yesud Hama'ala 
pioneers of the Land of Israel" in Jaffa. Levontin and Feinberg behind the reception 
desk. H is standing at the entrance and tries to control the stream of support seekers 
crowding at the door and let them in one by one. Turmoil at the door. G sits at the 
desk in front of Levontin and Feinberg. 
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To Levontin. Arrived yesterday. Single. 

Sends a quick glance to Feinberg. To G. And how do you want 

us to help? 

I was told one may get support here for food and rent. 

Dry. We are not a charity society. You wish to settle in 
Palestine? Want to buy land? 

Buy land? I can't buy bread! 

Looks at Feinberg, sighs. We will give you some support 

this time. But note that this is not a charity for the needy. We 
deal with those who want to buy land and settle. 


Half a franc. Support for food and rent. Sign here. 

G signs and gets the money. He rises and exit. In the line shouting and 
pushing, and H barely can control the disorder. Steinberg bursts into 
the room. 


Approaches Levontin. Standing. Steinberg. Rent and food. 
But you were here yesterday. 

So what? You also were here yesterday. Didn't I eat? Didn't I 
pay rent? 

We are not a charity society. We help settlers... 

You will give me money! The money is not yours! 

Please calm down, Mr. 

What do you think? That you got the money for yourselves? 
Mr., this is not a charity society. Out! 

Bursts in shouting. Out? Out yourself! You will not speak to 
me like that, child. How old are you? 

Trying to calm him down. Please calm down! 

C and E manage to overpower H and burst inside. 

Charges at the desk. Who do you think you are? 

One should write Queen Victoria one should. Let her be 
notified of the scandal! 

Calm down! 

Me, out? Who does he think he is? Child! I can be your 
father, punk! 

They think we cannot reach Queen Victoria, we can't. 
Where did Queen Victoria come from? 

You see, he starts shaking, ha? We shall get to Queen 
Victoria won't we? Don't worry! 

Embezzle public money! Thiefs! Frauds! 
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By a common effort, Levontin, Feinberg and H manage to drive out 
the crowd and lock the door. Outside the turmoil goes on. 

Where did they bring Queen Victoria from? 

Drying his forehead. Rumors, Feinberg. They have heard of 
Oliphant,’ of the British committee for refugees, the queries 
in Parliament, of a Professor who came to the Sultan with a 
letter from the Queen about the settling of the land by Jews — 
all that got mixed in their heads and it came out that Queen 
Victoria crowned herself over the Lovers of Zion. 

Indeed, what good are we, Levontin? These petty aids eat up 
our small treasure. You think I haven't noticed you adding 
sums from your private money to our cashbox? And how are 
we contributing to the project of settling the land? 

You are right, Feinberg. We are carried away. The settling of 
the land is not designed for refugees and beggars. Those will 
swiftly consume the money and the dreams. We should think 
of a different strategy. Let's give ourselves a few hours for 
rethinking. What are you doing tonight? 

What is there to do? What is Jaffa night's life offering us? 
Come. Take a shower, put on a white shirt, and come with 
me. 

To the audience. In the shower, the prophet of believers was 
revealed to me, showering hope on his disciples. 


On the external stage the chorus is dispersed, holding puppets to enhance the crowd. 
Imber at the centre. 


Company Imber! Imber! 


Imber?® 


Chorus 


Scene 19 
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Allow me, my friends, to read before you a hymn I have 
written especially for this occasion, here in beautiful Odessa: 
As long within the heart of hearts, 

Soul of a Jew still yearns high. 

And onto the end of East, afar, 

Zion will rise before our eyes. 

Joining in. 

Still our hope within us burn, 

Ancient yearn towards fathers’ land 

Back to our land we wish to return 

The City of David see again. 
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Dark. Cross fade to Western Chamber music, softly playing. On the inner stage, a 
reception at the rich house of Anton Ayoub, at Abu-Kabir, at the outskirts of Jaffa. 
Ayoub, the host, his daughter Mariam, George, and guests, played by the company. 
Enter Feinberg and Levontin. Ayoub receives the guests, introduces them to 
Mariam, George, and other members of his family. Feinberg lingers, bewildered, in 
front of Mariam. She smiles. He bows lightly, kisses her hand. The guests disperse 
around the room. Throughout the talk between Ayoub and Levontin, there are 
constant exchanges of looks between Feinberg and Mariam. 


Ayoub” 


Levontin 


Ayoub 


Levontin 
Ayoub 
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To the guests. Pleased to have you with us. Please help 
yourselves to the refreshments. To Levontin. Please, avail 
yourself to the food, Mr Levontin. You will find here a great 
variety of European delicacies: Greek, Italian, Bulgarian, 
even a German bratwurst which I got through my Templer 
friends in Sarona.*? And beside them the best delights of 
Oriental cuisine. This combination, isn't it what you seek to 
find here, no? 

In a friendly manner, mixed with European self-esteem. We 
European, Mr Ayoub, like adventures. Experiments. We 
have formed a colossal culture which you, I see, are very 
familiar with. But our nineteenth century takes a leap 
forward, not only in industry and technology. Integration. 
Spencerian synthesis. The European intelligentsia has 
undertaken to sieve the best in Oriental culture and use it to 
season European culture. This is the real essence of 
Romanticism, Mr Ayoub. Byron went just as far as the 
Greek islands and saw in it the integration of European 
culture with its Hellenistic origins. German Professors sit in 
Oxford and speak Sanskrit in Bavarian accent. For us, Jews, 
there's nothing new about it. For we have always been 
nomads, not only in matter, as our enemies libel us. We 
always were also a kind of spiritual Bedouins. We have a 
decisive role in the Copernican revolution of our times. 

And you have come here to establish permanent bases for 
that spiritual nomadism? Attempts to protest, but Ayoub evades 
his objection elegantly. That's fine, Mr Levontin. That's fine. As 
long as you remember there are material Bedouins here. And 
however funny it seems, their roots, roots of wind strewn in 
the sand, are so cunning, that you will never be able to 
totally uproot them. 

But who said... You are mistaken, Mr Ayoub... 

Come, Mr Levontin, come here. This table is the culinary 
version of your cultural integration. Whatever starts from the 
stomach is bound to establish a solid bedrock for the spirit. 


Levontin 
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From the palate, Ayoub, from the palate. The stomach does 
its job without being conscious of itself. But the palate sends 
electronic transmissions straight to the brain. Note, 
electricity, Mr Ayoub. That is the last word. Nineteenth 
century contribution to a future of total understanding. And 
the brain receives and registers, receives and registers. 

Here, have this, and show me the cerebral registries of this 
Kataifi roll, Mr Levontin. 


Feinberg at the corner of the room, holding a drink. Mariam serves 
him with a fruit basket. Sitting down not far from him. 


Thank you. Takes a fruit. Mariam nods her head. That's it. At last 
perfect communication with the local element. Talk to you, 
as one may put it, from heart to heart. Without the vulgar 
mediation of the brain. His eloquent French your father 
probably keeps to himself. And his German serves him 
mainly to check out with his Sarona buddies what does 
Fichte think of the hegemony of the bratwurst. So what are 
we left with? I have never studied Arabic, in spite of my 
good ear for foreign languages. The ideological value of this 
act is mentioned in the protocol of every shopkeepers’ 
association for the settlement in Palestine, but the deadline 
for its application is shoved to the appendix. And you, 
ravishing gazelle, no protocol obliges you to take 

Hebrew lessons from Mr Ben Yehuda. Right... Hesitating, half 
asking ...Mariam? Mariam nods hearing her name. A mutual smile. 
So it is possible at last to speak fluent Russian, like at home, 
like with Berta... And you will go on staring at me with your 
overwhelming eyes, smile politely and not understand a 
word I say. Not understand I'm asking myself what am I 
doing here, at your house, in the Land of Gazelle where I 
haven't seen as yet even a single gazelle... smiling at her. but 
you... She smiles back ... in this part of the world where I feel 
I've landed on the moon. I travelled in the world: I studied 
chemistry in Germany, in Switzerland. Mariam raises her 
brow. Accentuates: Chemistry, yes, chemistry. Then it seemed 
to me another world. But now Heidelberg or Kiev seem to 
me twins and here is Africa, or the moon. Understand? No, 
why should you? My Ukrainian neighbors crushed the shop 
across the road, and I find myself burning here in the heat of 
the desert and prompt myself to dream of national home. I, 
who advised my comrades in the Kiev cell that the Jewish 
problem will be solved as part of the general solution for 
humanity. When did it happen to me? When I left the 


Ayoub 
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revolutionaries who didn't lift a finger in the pogroms? 
When I left Zeitsev's sugar to go as messenger to Palestine? 
Whose messenger? The Simferopol association I was 
instructed to establish? And what now? Am I a messenger or 
executor? What is it, nihilistic personality liberation, or 
narodnic self-sacrifice? A hero of a tragedy? To murder the 
Czar and sleep with Mother Russia? Looks at Mariam. And 
what were you doing at the city square in Kiev holding a 
smoking gun? Mariam stares at him with a fixed look. Not a 
word. Thank God. Only exercises in basic hypnosis from 
these eyes of yours that burn my heart. So what are you to do 
now, Prince Hamlet? Terminate your mission, go back to 
Berta and the kids and begs Zeitsev for a second chance? 
The Simferopol association has probably dismantled, after a 
week of liberation from your demagogy. Or go to Russia and 
bring over Berta and the children, to a land not sown,*! 
which you've got nothing with and what and where to sow? 
Or maybe you pounce on that overwhelming virginity before 
you here and conquer her in front of daddy, Levontin and the 
entire family? What is the procedure here? If I marry her, 
they will forgo revenge, no? Laughs. Mariam smiles. Levontin, 
he's got no problem. His wife has left him. Travels from 
town to town and recites his follies. But my Berta is an 
angel. Since we're together, Ossip Feinberg, the official Don 
Juan of Crimea, Ukraine and Switzerland, was never struck 
by a pair of eyes of another woman. You understand, little 
Arab gazelle? I've read in the paper of the experiments of 
one Dr Breuer to cure Hysteria by hypnosis.*” Have you read 
about him? Mariam smiles. We're not reading much, are we? 
We are an ornament decorating dad's parties. We are that 
enchanted, mysterious entity which seduces Ossip Feinberg 
to wish to stay in Palestine forever and conquer, and 
conquer... But have no illusions. Here is no hysteric case. 
Here is a historical complication. A thousand and seven 
hundred years. For this even Dr Breuer is not enough. He 
must have some magician successor, who will solve the 
dilemma of the Feinberg soul. To conquer or to leave, that is 
the question! 

At the background, the Chopin ballade is silently playing. Feinberg 


does not pay attention to the music. Ayoub and Levontin approach 
the corner where Feinberg and Mariam are sitting. 


Russian? To Mariam. At long last you have found someone to 
exercise with you the verb conjugations? To Feinberg. Excuse 


Mariam 


Feinberg 
Levontin 


Feinberg 
Levontin 


Feinberg 
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Scene 20 
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her, Mr Feinberg. Not every day Mariam gets an opportunity 
to exercise her Russian. Mariam keeps smiling at Feinberg. 
Feinberg is dumbfounded. By the way, not only Russian she 
studies. Her French almost excels mine. And also in German 
one can barely sell her. An ear! Yet Russian is her life 
favorite. Two years she studies, and I have to court all the 
Jewish tourists coming from Russia to Jaffa. This sold me 
Dostoevsky, the other Turgenev. And she swallows them for 
pleasure, almost without dictionary by now. Feinberg goes on 
staring at Mariam bewildered. Mariam goes on smiling at him. But 
Mr Levontin tells me you are a chemist. That is her other 
love. Hasn't she told you? Her German was born of a 
chemistry book. Eat something, Mr Feinberg. You look pale. 
A table full of delicacies, and no one lunges on it. Mariam, 
take care of our guests, let them help themselves to the food. 
Turns to the other guests. Levontin joins him but does not get far 


away. The ballade is still heard at the background, and Feinberg 
finally notices it. Still astonished, he looks at Mariam. 


Still smiling. And if you conquer, Prince Hamlet, what will be 
with Berta and the children? 

Gently takes her hand, bows, and kisses her hand lengthily. 

Returns to them. Am I disturbing? Feinberg Jets go of her hand. 
Real Petersburg salon! Mariam gets up' takes the fruit basket, 
Offers a fruit to Levontin. Throughout Levontin's speech, Feinberg 
and Mariam’'s looks are riveted to one another. Eureka, Feinberg! 
I thought about it all evening. We are founding a settlement 
association. An agriculture colony. Members will enter a 
loan, then member's fee. Donations. We'll go to Alexandria, 
turn to London, Frankfurt, to Oliphant who rushes between 
Russia to Europe, the devil knows where this gentile chases 
after the Jewish question. 

Still stares at Mariam. I'm going home, Levontin. 

Astonished. Home? 

Silence. 

To bring over Berta and the kids. He finally manages to 
disengage his look from Mariam. And advertise our new 
association. 

Ossip! Embracing him. They hug. While hugging I will give you a 
letter to my rich uncle. He craves to do something for the 


settlement of the Land of Israel. 
Beyond Levontin's shoulder Feinberg keeps looking a Mariam. She is 
slowly retiring backwards. Dark. 


31 


Spot on Feinberg, holding a suitcase. 


Feinberg 
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Feinberg 
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Feinberg 
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Feinberg 


Scene 21 


To the audience. Land of the gazelle? Land of riddle. An Arab 
gazelle with enchanting eyes conquers me entirely in the 
desert, and I am going to Russia to bring over Berta and the 
kids. In a hundred years the historian will recite the insatiate 
fervor of the settling pioneers. 

Drums. Lights on the external stage. Berta. Feinberg approaches her. 
You're back, Yosef. 

I've come to take you with me, Berta. To a land not sown. 
You are another, Yosef. 

Laughs. A knife beneath the moustache? 

A monster in the guts. 

A puppet in the theatre. Guts of threads and straw. 

And what's the play you act in? 

Not sure yet, Berta. Maybe Don Qixote. Maybe Prince 
Hamlet. 

Dark. 


Drums. The office of Zvi Levontin. On the front of the dest a sign: "Zvi Levontin — 
Export and Import." E and H in front of Zvi Levontin. 


E 
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H 
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Mr Zvi Levontin?** 

Yes? 

Mr Levontin has received a letter from our organization. He 
was requested to contribute to the project of emigration to 
the Land of Israel. 

Mr Levontin failed to send his contribution by the date 
specified in the letter. 

Maybe the post. 

Sure, Mr Levontin does not refuse to contribute. 

Sure, Mr Levontin does reckon that anyone who refuses to 
contribute is prone to great danger. 

Most severe danger! 

Terrible retaliation! 

Death! 

Enter Feinberg. 

Shouting. Go away, before I call the police! 

E and H turn the desk wildly. 

Comes to Zvi's aid. What do you think you're doing, hooligans? 
Gets the better of the two and shoves them away towards the door. 
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To H. Who is this sausage? 

Don't you know him? Feinberg. An Elitist. Came back from 
Palestine to collect funds for their settlement. Doesn't 
approve of our methods. 

To Feinberg. Don't play the delicate prince, Mr prophet! We 
work for you! 

To Zvi. This is but a down payment, Mr Levontin. 

Exeunt E and H. 

Barbarians. To Feinberg. You are one of them? 

Pause. 

To the audience. What should I say? I wish I knew. They must 
be right, those fanatic hooligans. They do work for me. I 
deserved this. To Zvi. Feinberg. 

Enter Nichaev, in the distance, looking at Feinberg. 

To Nichaey. Nichaev? 

Does not see Nichaev. To Feinberg. Do come in. Shows him the 
disarray in the office. My nephew wrote me about you. He 
always maintained close familial relations with the safe of 
his bachelor uncle. What are you up to now? 

His nephew tells me that Mr Levontin shows interest in the 
settlement in the Land of Israel. Let Mr Levontin come to 
Palestine. Bring money. We shall locate a place. Mr 
Levontin will purchase the land and sell it without profit to 
us and to the other people we will select for our colony. 
And all of you will be able to buy the land of me? 

Yes' we are talking about people of means. 

Colony exclusively for the rich? 

If Mr Levontin would broaden his enterprise, there's an 
additional plan. He may purchase land for himself as well, 
and lease it to, say, five or six families without means; they 
will work the land and return the debt in six years of work. 
Sends a stolen glance at Nichaev. 

To Feinberg. Well Ossip? We have become colonists? 

Not exactly, Valery. More accurately, settling in the land of 
our fathers. 

As far as I remember, your father is here in Crimea. 
History, Valery. I partake in an historical move. 

And history also kept the land for you, there in Palestine? 

I buy the land in its full value. 

Buy? From whom do you buy? From history? 

Considers. No. I purchase a lease on land that belongs to the 
State. 

Aha. Little feudals, aren't we? 
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Get off me, Nichaev. We shall work the land ourselves. 
Aha. And you wouldn't take some workers? 

And if I'll hire a worker, what then? I will let him earn his 
living. 

Aha. No feudals; Capitalists we are, no, Ossip? And who 
will be this worker? 

Maybe a Jewish worker, with no means, who saves to buy 
himself land. Maybe a farmer from the neighboring village. 
Aha. And why doesn't he work his land, that farmer from the 
neighboring village? 

Thinking, as if studying the problem for the first time. He does. But 
before, the land was part of the cultivation area of his 
village. 

And what happened? Suddenly came Ossip Feinberg and 
bought land which was not a merchandise before? 

Valery, until the Bill of Land three decades ago the peasant 
didn't know what ownership of land meant. He was allocated 
a plot, and he worked it. 

True, Ossip. And what did Karl the Great teach us? Those 
people related to the land in a naive non mediated way as to 
the ownership of the collective. Collective which kept 
producing itself again and again by labour. And then comes 
Ossip Feinberg... 

Angry. And then comes Ossip Feinberg and brings some 
innovations into that agriculture of peasants who plow with 
ploughs three hundred years old, and perhaps also the 
neighbor will awake to the fact that suddenly the Middle 
Ages have passed away and the earth started to circle 
around the sun. What is it with you, Nichaev, enrapt by 
Romantic nostalgia for the stone age? 

Capitalism is a historical necessity, Feinberg. But are you 
sure that your dream is to fulfil it? Retires in the distance. 

To the audience. He wouldn't live to know, the bastard, that 
this is what I keep asking myself morning and evening. 

To Zvi. History awaits your answer, Mr Levontin. 

Do you have a family, Feinberg? 

Yes, Mr Levontin. A wife and two children. 

Enters Berta, standing at a distance. 

And they go with you? 

Yes. 

And are you sure you know what you are doing? 

Without approaching. Are you, Yosef? 
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No. But in the revolutionary cell in Kiev I learnt that also the 
Tree of Knowledge has its price. And I am ready to pay. 
Silence. 

Taps on his shoulder. You have conquered me, Feinberg. Give 
my nephew best regards from my safe. See you in Palestine. 
Exit. 

To the audience. Another conquest. The more I conquer, I end 
up with less. To Berta. Are you ready? 

Iam with you, Yosef. 

The company encircles Feinberg and Berta in a structure of a ship 
approaching the coast, like in Feinberg's former travel. An Ottoman 
officer enters the circle. From here on starts the routine of landing like 
in the former scene, but without words and in a rapid pace. The 
company group in the shape of a small boat, reaching the coast. 
Mariam is standing alone at a distance, watching. A book in her hand. 
Porter? Half a franc the suitcase anywhere in town. Porter. 
Hotel. Haim Becker. Best lodging in Jaffa. Privacy. Only 
three beds per room. One franc. 

To Feinberg. Land. Paradise in Judea. Only three hours ride 
from Jaffa. Ten francs the dunam. 

Kaminitz Hotel. Across the road from the General Post and 
Telegraph House. By the railroad. One Franc. 

Makes his way to them. Yosef}... 

Glad to see him. David! Meet, Berta my wife. 

Approaching Berta. Happy to meet you: David Levontin. 
Smiles nervously, shakes his offered hand. Likewise. 

Feinberg and Levontin hug. Beyond Levontin's shoulder, Feinberg 
notices Mariam. Their eyes meet. Berta observes Feinberg, following 
his look to Mariam. 


Come, come. We're in a hurry. For Mrs Feinberg and the 
kids we have found a hotel in Jaffa. But you, Yosef, you take 
a shower. Change, and come with us. There is a lot of work. 
Looks at Berta. Where? What's the rush? 

Wraps his arm around his shoulder. Joyfully. There is a colony, 
Yosef. There is "Rishon Lezion."*4 We waited just for you. 
You leave your wife and kids in Jaffa, and tonight you come 
with us to accommodate ourselves with the land, to break a 
virgin covenant with the soil, to sleep with history. 


Drums. Feinberg alternates his look between Berta and Mariam. 
Dark. 


The lights rise on the external stage. Imber makes a speech to the company at a 
public meeting, this time in Moscow. 
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Imber And allow me, by your leave, ladies and gentlemen, to read 
before you a hymn I have written especially for this 
occasion, here in great Moscow: 

As long within the heart of hearts... 

Chorus Joining in. 

Still our hope within us burn, 
Ancient yearn towards fathers’ land 
Back to our land we wish to return 
The City of David see again. 
Dark. 

End of Act I 
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Lights on the external stage. The chorus sings. 
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Still our hope within us burn, 

Ancient yearn towards fathers’ land 

Back to our land we wish to return 

The City of David see again. 

The singing fades in. On the inner stage Feinberg, Berta, Levontin. 
Go to Europe, Ossip. No water, no money for the well, 
people are leaving. Indicates to the audience. Also in the 
audience. Barely arrived, already leaving. Go to Europe, 
raise support, sell our message. There's no one else for such 
a mission. You are a conqueror. 

What shall I tell them? We build another Temple? On the 
sands? 

Good start. Harp on their dreams. 

Looks at Berta. And Berta? And the kids? 

Silence. 

Go, Yosef. Conquer them. Save the project. Solveig waits 
for you, like ever. 

Dark. A spot on Feinberg, on the external stage, holding a suitcase. 
Enter Mariam. In front of him. They look at each other. 

Me too. 

To the audience. Another Solveig, just across the road. To 
Mariam. I'm sent again to conquer, Mariam. 

You'll conquer, Feinberg. But you are sowing blood. This 
conquest will devour you. Suddenly, bursts. Stay there. I'll 
come to you. Europe may still suffer two orphans like the 
two of us. 

There's still some hope in me. It's possible, perhaps, 
together. Here. Strike out the orphanhood. 

Possible? 


Silence. Feinberg's hand reaches out, as if to touch her face, but then 
he holds it back. He takes the suitcase. Exit. Chopin's ballade is heard 
in the background. Mariam listens. Dark. 


The Chopin ballade cross fades into the marseillaise. Spot on Feinberg, with the 
suitcase. Wears the top hat, as in the opening scene of the play. Voices speak to him 


from the dark. 
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To the audience. Europe. Romanticism, fraternity, peace above 
all. All nations talk peace, do war, and conquer chunks of 
Africa or India. The price is paid by the Bulgarians, or the 
Armenians. And then alarmed Europe opens a petty cash and 
pays damages in the name of humanism. Raises his top hat 

to greet the audience. Feinberg. Diplomat. Special mission to 
Europe to check what leftovers humanism may still have in 
store for another deprived little nation. 

Lights are rising on Feinberg and Erlanger, working on Feinberg's 
appeal to "Alliance" for support. 

Writing. The colony is located about an hour twenty walk 
from Jaffa... The settlers have proved their wish to work the 
land in Palestine. Most of them have left comfortable homes 
in Russia... 

No good. Write: Were driven out of their land of origin by 
cruel pogroms. This goes well with us at the Alliance. 
Admiring. You are a professional schnorrer,*° Erlanger. 
Experience, Feinberg, experience. It's not for nothing that I 
am in charge of charities at the Rothschilds. 

Are you now? Sends him an inquisitive look. 

No, Feinberg. No way. You may have conquered me, or the 
Chief Rabbi, but the Rothschilds are pro. Thinking. Well 
perhaps... 

What, Erlanger? 

I thought, perhaps... the young one... Edmond Benjamin... 
I've heard him talk a bit about the Russian Jews... Hanging 
around with Dumas, who wrote that piece about a national 
home for Jews... No, there is no chance with him either. 

Set up a meeting for me with him, Erlanger. 

A waste of time, Feinberg. No chance. 

To the audience. Rothschild. At the underground cell in Kiev 
this name has been a chant. Women and children at running 
machines, roaring trains transferring industrial products, 
unemployed proletariat. Measure, measure! Women, 
children, widows, orphans. Baron, to the safe: a chain of 
rubies from the blood of pale girl workers, gold bar refined 
from the gall of an industrial orphan, pearls discharged from 
lungs of wasted worker, and all these treasures invest in the 
well of Rishon. To Erlanger. Come on, Michel. To precious 
Benjamin! 

Dark. 
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At the background, silently Chopin music is playing. Berta and Nechama. At the far 

side of the stage, Mariam. 

Nechama How hard is it for you, Berta? 

Berta Much. Since the Land of Israel was born in him, we drift 
apart, every minute, every hour. 

Nechama Do you regret? 


Berta I suffer much. Hands of a pianist don't like to milk or churn 
cream. I want him to succeed. But even more I want him to 
return. 

Nechama_ Do you believe in him? 

Berta I love him. 


Dark. Chopin music goes on. Mariam doesn't move, Listens. The 
music stops. Berta enters across the stage. Looks at her. Both look at 
each other. Berta approaches Mariam, who still doesn't move. 
Suddenly Berta grabs forcefully Mariam's arm, overpowers her, and 
in a swift move brings her down to her knees, in front of her. Mariam 
looks up to Berta. 


Mariam Hes yours. Always been. Always will be. 
Dark. 


Scene 4 


The Palace of saint honoré. The bureau of Baron Edmond de-Rothschild. Feinberg 
and Erlanger waiting. 


Secretary Baron de-Rothschild will receive you now, Mr Feinberg, 
Monsieur Erlanger. 
Erlanger and Feinberg enter the Baron's bureau. 

Erlanger Baron, Mr Feinberg from Rishon Lezion. 

Feinberg = 7o the audience. Cultural shock. The originals on the wall 
distract one's concentration on the field. 

Rothschild Cold. Signs them to sit. Erlanger, you will interpret? 

Feinberg No need for translation, Baron, His highness. My French is 
in good shape. 

Rothschild Skullcap? Praying shawl? 

Feinberg In my suitcase. For sabbath, at synagogue. 

Rothschild To Erlanger, puzzled. Not the Chief Rabbi has arranged this 
meeting? 

Erlanger Yes, Baron. A fine Jew. A little modern... A chemist. 
Graduate of Heidelberg; of Basel. 

Rothschild Many like you in Russia? 

Feinberg [ama Palestinian. 

Rothschild A Palestinian from Russia? To Erlanger. You said he was 
from some association? Rishon Lezion? 
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A new agricultural colony in the Land of Israel. 

I had already a messenger a week ago, with a hat and 
fringes.*° Rabbi. Offered to settle Palestine with Jewish 
peasants. Are there Jewish peasants? 

One is here before you. 

To Erlanger. You said a chemist? 

Quitted. Now I am a farmer, Jewish. 

I see. To Erlanger. A restoration program for Yeshiva 
students? Like the Motza plan of the British consul? Not 
much, but if well instructed, even pale and fragile creatures 
can pick out stones, clear the ground, build fences... 

No, sir. We cultivate the soil ourselves, build, plow, sow. 
But there's no water. We founded the colony next to a 
fountain, but found it was dry. 

A good story. La fontaine? 

We read Krilov. 

What did you do? 

Took the donkeys and went to Mikveh Israel*’ to ask for 
water. 

For the donkeys? 

A stubborn creature, donkey. Doesn't give up. 

Krilov? 

Bible. All the world laughs at donkeys. In Palestine, a King 
calls himself Donkey. 

Your king? 

The Neighbors. Same. 

And what happens with the neighbors? 

Solid, but tired. Plow like in the Middle Ages. Natural 
economy... One eats straight from the field. Trains barely 
heard of since there's nothing to carry on trains. If one 
produces anything, it is at most for ones next door neighbor. 
And the tax for the government one pays in grain. 

And what will you do? Build a train? 

Agricultural machines as well. Like in Europe. And industry. 
And commerce. And free market. If the industrial revolution 
seeks a future, it should turn in this direction. 

And all that will you do? 

I and the neighbors. All of us together, including you. If you 
will help us now. 

What do you ask of me? Water? 

We need a well. 

Silence. How much? 

Thirty thousand frncs. 
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Whispers, to Feinberg. Feinberg!!! 

Calm. Anything else? 

Whispers, to Feinberg. Restrain yourself! 

To Rothschild. Support for the needy. Professional 
agricultural assistance. 

To the Secretary. Jean, transfer of thirty thousand to Hirsch 
at Mikveh Israel. 

Whispers, to Feinberg. I don't believe it. You conquered him, 
Feinberg. 

to Feinberg. He'll have the money before the weekend. I am 
sponsoring that colony. But under two conditions: One, the 
identity of the sponsor is not disclosed. Two, I will send you 
a gardener, who will instruct you. If it will work, More 
money will follow with my agent, who will administer you. 
His word is the last word! No arguments. I am no 
philanthropist. It's business. For me Capital is the first 
settler: I enter this enterprise to check whether it pays off to 
settle Jews in Palestine. 

To the audience. A Jewish Feudo-Capitalist. Who would have 
believed this in the Middle Ages? 

To the Secretary. Jean, Chateau Lafite, Seventy one vintage. 
Three glasses. 

Seventy one, Paris. History makes laugh of me! 

The secretary brings a bottle of wine and three glasses. 
Good chemist, Feinberg? 

There are recommendations. 

After we solve your water problem, we shall establish an 
industry of wine in your "Rishon Lezion", Feinberg. 
Chateau Rishon! 

Chateau Rishon! Lehayim, Baron! To the audience. Nichaev, 
you must see this picture. Ossip Feinberg, the underground 
revolutionary cell of Kiev, takes a vassal pledge on a glass of 
wine, seventy one vintage, Paris. Doesn't it remind you 
something? With every sip I felt I was savoring the blood 
of the Commune.*® 

Dark. 


The Chopin ballade. Lights on the inner stage. The Feinberg house at Rishon Lezion. 
Feinberg, Berta, Imber, Levontin, Zvi Levontin, Nechama, the company. 
Celebration party for Feinberg's return. Berta finishes the ballade. Applause. 
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Bravo! A little culture in the desert! 
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To his uncle. And nevertheless, you return to Russia. 

And who will fill the safe until next time you rob me? 

Ah, uncle, Feinberg has got us a patron with an immensely 
larger safe, with all respect. With artificially exaggerated 
secrecy. Hushhhh... Raises his glass. To the great magician, to 
the great conqueror... 

Genghis Khan... 

... To the savior and champion of the Jewish settlement in 
Palestine, to Yosef Feinberg. 

All raise their glasses. Hugging Feinberg. 

We just had a good chemistry, I and... the Unknown 
Benefactor. 

Do you have the formula, Yosef? 

And let's not forget who waited for him here with endless 
patience! 

My Solveig! 

General applause. All raise their glasses. Feinberg kisses Berta. 
Meet: Nechama Pochachevski. New face in Rishon. Writes, 
teaches, and a new friend of mine since a fortnight ago. 
Shakes Nechama's hand. Pleased to meet you. Your husband 
is the Gardener sent to us by... the Unknown Benefactor? 
My partner, yes. 

Nechama doesn't care much for the title "husband." 

The Master of the property. I am no property of anyone. *” 
touché! 

And I have composed last night especially for this occasion a 
hymn for the Hebrew settlement in the Land of Israel! 

Let's hear it, Mr Imber. 

To the audience. Why does it seem to me I know the opus 
Already? 

Gladly! Mounts on a chair and reads passionately: 

As long within the heart of hearts... 

To the audience. Aha! 

Soul of a Jew still yearns high.... 

Dim light on the external stage. The chorus' singing overrides Imber's 


voice. At the far side of the stage, Mariam stands and listens. The 
chorus has finished singing. Dark. 


A spot on Feinberg and Mariam, on the external stage. 
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Is there something like self-plagiarism? The irony of fate: 
when they fitted music to his hymn, they stole it from the 
Czech, or the Romanian. 

You are not from here, Feinberg. Your songs, your air, your 
soil, not from here. 

You hate us, Mariam. 

Yes. With all my heart. Had I not hated so much, maybe I 
would have had the power to pity. 

Me? 

Silence. 

I's not too late, Feinberg. You're young. Escape this place. 
They all escape. All will escape. Your closest friends. Don't 
keep devouring yourself for dreams. 

Dark on the external stage. 


Lights go up on the inner stage. Levontin, a suitcase in his hand, parts from 
Feinberg and Berta. 
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Forgive my leaving you, thus in the middle of our project. 
I must. My farm is in ruins. In my family, in Russia, all is 
upside down. I will be back, Ossip. 

Silence. 

Don't forget us. 

I am your emissary, Ossip. My heart stays here. I'll come 
back soon. I'm with you. 

Don't forget us, David. 

Do write me: write me a lot. Write everything; write all that 
happens. Berta, be strong. 

They hug. Levontin leaves with Feinberg. Dark. 


Lights go up on the inner stage. Berta and Nechama. 


Nechama He won't come back. Men. A fraction of distress, and they 
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fold down. Exert on us their dreams they know well. That 
Ben Yehuda maniac, who forces his wife Dvora to speak but 
Hebrew at home, goes to his political assemblies in Poland, 
and sends her his commands by mail: "You speak but 
Hebrew with Ben-Tzion? Tell Ben-Tzion that if he hears no 
Yiddish, I will bring him lavish gifts! But if he dares indulge 
in Yiddish, I will bring no gifts, and hate him, will not speak 
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to him, and beat him up to tears! And say the same to 
Avihail!" Poor little Avihail! Died of Diphteria, said the 
doctor, but maybe he was hit by Hebrew common noun. 
Would but us women organize to run the world, all will be 
better. Men are panicked by the very thought we were 
allowed to vote! A century ago, the French have conquered 
Corsica just to abolish voting rights we were accorded there. 
Have you heard of suffragettes in England and America? 
They are afraid of nothing! 

But your Yechiel Michl listens to you in everything! 

Yes, until it comes to his highness le Baron: he is a gardener 
by Grace of le Baron! Yes Ben Yehuda thinks our vocation 
is to raise littke Hebrew speaking Generals, while the Baron 
thinks we were born to cultivate silkworms. Say but one 
word against the tyrant, and all men are closing ranks: "Don't 
irritate his highness! He is the savior of our settlement!" 

I wish my Ossip trained himself to bite his lips when it 


comes to the Baron. 
Dark. 


Lights go up on the inner stage. A queue before the office of Ossovitsky, the Baron's 
agent. Inside the office, Ossovitsky, Halperin. 


Ossovitsky At his desk. Overbearing. Listen, Halperin, and listen good: The 
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Baron approves, even encourages, Hebrew labour in the 
colony. But you are not going to organize here no unions, do 
you hear? You left your socialism back in Russia when you 
came here. Clear? 

Knocks on the desk, furiously. You are not to tell us what to 
organize or not, Mr agent! And if your Baron is that 
encouraging, let him do something about Jewish labour. He 
knows very well to get anything he wants from the settlers. 
Halperin, I restrain myself, but do watch your big mouth. I 
am representing the Baron here! 

Halperin leaves, furious. Chissin enters the office. 

My allowance. 

Calculates. On the second of the month you went to Jaffa 
without permission. That's a franc less. 

Bursts in anger. | haven't found you before I left. 

Then wait until I return. 

You were out of the colony, and I had an urgent 
arrangement. 
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Fine. Then remember you pay for it. Maybe next time you 
will have less than urgent matters. On the fifth you reported 
sick. No medical certificate. That's a Franc less. 

Don't think you may do anything you like here, Ossovitsky, 
just because you were made an agent. 

Bursts in anger. You watch your mouth when you speak to the 
agent of the Baron. If you don't have money to buy land and 
become independent, then get it that you work for the Baron. 
And be grateful for every minute you have work. Your 
backing in the colony is collapsing, isn't it? Levontin has 
left, and Feinberg, the great humanist — he should better 
watch it as well before he messes with the agent of the 


Baron. You may tell him that yourself 
Dark. 


Lights go up on an Arab workers exchange at Rishon Lezion. On the background of 
the following song, a colorful labor market, without words. Farmers check laborers 
for muscles, strength and height. Feinberg looks at the action from the side of the 


Stage. 
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I went to the labor market 

To hire an arm and hand. 

Blessed he who is keen on his target, 

To work and to better his land. 

Sing the refrain to the opening tunes of "The International." 
Arise, ye workers from your slumber, 

Arise, you wretched of the earth! 

For him you are no more but number, 

But evening comes, you'll know your worth! 

I went to the labor market 

To fulfil there my nation's dream. 

All my brothers and ancestors mark it, 

How my project reaches high esteem! 

Arise, ye workers from your slumber, 

Arise, you wretched of the earth! 

You lend your hand to Jewish farmer 

And you give his vision birth! 

To the audience. A Century of liberty. Freedom from 


slavehood! 

In the meantime, Mariam has entered, observing the action 

from the other side of the stage. At the centre of the market, Halperin 
bursts furiously against the farmers. 


Halperin 


Feinberg 
Halperin 


H 
Halperin 


Ossovitsky 


Feinberg 
Ossovitsky 
Feinberg 
Ossovitsky 


Feinberg 


Ossovitsky 
Feinberg 


Mariam 
Feinberg 
Mariam 


Feinberg 
Mariam 


[|ND Ty?) 


45 


Shame on you! Feudals! You hire the natives of the land like 
slaves, and leave your fellow pioneers, the Jewish workers, 
without work! 

To the audience. Jewish worker; a rare species. Soon totally 
extinct. 

Shame on you! Hebrew labour! 

Mocking. What skills have you got, pioneer Hebrew worker? 
Pouncing on him. I'll show you my skills, bloody feudal... 


General brawl. Feinberg intervenes, trying to break the scuffle. Enter 
Ossovitsky. 


Trying to override the mayhem. Enough! Stop it! Eveybody calm 
down! In the name of the Baron, everybody calm down! The 
brawl calms down. To Halperin, furiously. You again, still causing 
trouble! Anarchist! I will show you who runs the colony 
here! You've got one hour to pack your tatters and get away 
from here! 

Relaxed. Leave him alone, Ossovitsky. Everybody calmed 
down. Enough. I vouch for him. To Halperin. Go to my 
house. There's work for you there. 

Furiously. Feinberg, you will not override my decisions! I 
said this man is to leave the colony, and no one will give him 
work against my will. 

Quietly. Relax, Ossovitsky. 

You will not run this colony. Don't think that if you met the 
Baron personally you may ignore his official agent... 

I don't think anything. Relax, Ossovitsky. Everybody calmed 
down. 

You will pay dear, Feinberg. Exit furiously. 

To Halperin. Get to my house, Halperin. Ask Berta for a glass 
of milk. 1am coming soon. Help me with the cows. 

Exit Halperin. The farmers go back measuring the muscles of the 
Arab workers. Feinberg moves to the side of the stage, approaching 
Mariam. 

What troubles you, Feinberg? 

Look at my friends. Like beasts 

What is the problem? There are workers. There's work. First 
party deserve to measure the muscles they hire. 

Will you never talk seriously? 

I am grave serious, Feinberg. Fifty thousand graves, in fact. 
Do you think only you have open account with the Turks? 
There are conflicts also between sun-tanned races. Fifty 
thousand Arabs were killed in the wars between the Sultan 
and your Czar. Ten thousand from Palestine alone. Cannon 
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fodder. Died like flies, and the Turks write parodies about 
the coward Arab soldier. We've got pamphlets and slogans 
too, Feinberg. And underground organizations in Syria and 
Lebanon. Only you were missing in the midst of it all! So go 
ahead and measure the peasants’ muscle, you saint. Who 
cares? Since you are here already, let them earn their living! 
Dark. 


Scene 11 

A shout in the dark. 

E The Bedouins with their flock are in our fields again! 

Lights up on the external stage. A shepherd is circled by four farmers. 

D What are your sheep doing on our field? 

Shepherd Alarmed. No know this field of you! 

E No know, ha? Hits him. 

D Here is a geography lesson. Hits him. 

Shepherd No! 

E And here's a lesson in law. Hits him. 

G Property theory. Hits him. 

D A course in agriculture. Hits him. 

E Economics 101. Hits him. 

G History. Hits him. 

On the external stage repeats itself the effect of the pogroms from the 
opening of the play; yet this time the Jewish settlers attack an Arab 
village. Feinberg tries to stop it, but to no avail. 

Feinberg —= To the audience. When history turns to irony, even a heretic 
like me is visited by revelation. God, in long white hair and a 
red silk robe, his legs soak in a bowl of rotten apples writes 
the history of humanity, occasionally bursting with laughter. 
Calls loudly, in some unfocused direction. What's so funny? 

Enter Mariam, injured, her hair dishevelled, collapsing in front of 
him. 

Mariam Nothing is funny, Feinberg. Sad story. 

Feinberg —= Rushing to hold her. Are you hurt? What are you doing here? 

Mariam —Leans on him. I came, as you are wont to say, to lament the 
hurt of the daughter of My people.*” So fast have you 
forgotten the pogroms over there? 

Feinberg is silent. Within seconds, their hold turns into an 
embracement. The two kiss passionately. Enter Berta, unseen by them, 
at the side of the stage. Dark. 

Scene 12 
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Lights up on the inner stage. A meeting of "Rodfei Shalom" ("Peace seekers") in 
Rishon Lezion. Feinberg at the centre. 
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Friends, the "Peace seekers" association assembled today to 
elect a chair and confirm its statute of regulations. After 
counting the votes, I am glad to announce that the candidate 
receiving the majority of votes is... Smiling. Nechama 
Pochachevsky! 

General applause. Cries. Berta hugs Nechama. Feinberg shakes her 
hand warmly. 

Hushing down everyone. Friends, I am surprised, excited and 
thank you for your trust. I am a great believer in the power 
of women to lead and wish to do this with all my heart. 
However, this is an hour of emergency, and the missions 
facing us require a leader of great experience. Therefore, I 
beg all of you to accept my offer to give up my place to him 
who has proved decisively his ability to conquer all hearts 
and lead us wisely: our friend Yosef Feinberg! 

Murmur in the room. Feinberg hesitates, but finally accedes. Calls of 
approval by the members present. 


Quietly, to Nechama. And the Suffragettes? 

To Berta. Patience. Our time will come. 

Friends, let's get to the statute of regulations. Throughout the 
world, we may find members of our nation in the forefront 
of the struggles for social justice, equality, and fraternity. It 
is expected of our nation to set the same standards on its own 
land and establish a model society. 

We should set a fund for mutual aid, a collective dining 
room, a public library. We shall proudly represent the 
farmers in their negotiations with the Baron's agency. 
What's our position regarding the conflict with our 
neighbors? 

And the pogrom against the Petah Tikva farmers? 

As one who witnessed pogroms, Halperin, I suggest we 
choose our terms carefully. Robbers should be countered. 
But if a shepherd strays his flock onto a fallow field before 
plowing or after harvest... 

If you don't drive him out, he will decide he's got possession 
on the land. That's how it is with them. 

No, that's not how it is with them. That's how it is with us. 
They do it to one another as well. The grass growing on 
fallow fields is considered by them as public domain. 

Only we regard it as if they came to claim possession. 
Stealing their donkeys, hiding them in Petah Tikva and then 
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demand ransom to teach them a lesson is not coming to 
terms with the natives of the land. It's hooliganism. 

There's only one lesson here: the Arabs should understand 
once and for all that Petah Tikva was given to the Jews 
forever and they should not trespass its borders. 

Halperin, what do you seek at "Peace Seekers"? 

I thought it was a democratic body, Mrs Feinberg. You 
have no right to that condescending manner, even if I 
contradict your husband's opinion. 

You contradict my opinion, Halperin. 

Indeed, it is a democratic body, yet it has some basic 
principles. 

Regarding the relations with the workers at home, we will 
insist on Jewish labour in the colonies. We shall discard the 
shame of Arab slave market. We shall come to agreement 
with the organized workers union established recently... 
Ossovitsky storms in, hearing Feinberg's last words. 

Shouts. Break up Immediately this assembly! A bunch of 
rebels! You shelter the anarchist! Halperin: you've got one 
minute to get out of Rishon! Halperin does not budge. Feinberg, 
I hold you responsible! Order this assembly to break up 
immediately! I declare your association illegal! 

Feinberg does not answer. Nobody budges. Ossovitsky, pale with 
fury, makes a sign. Enter a Turkish officer and two soldiers, holding 
guns. Ossovitsky indicates the group of "rebels." The soldiers point 
their guns to the group. 

Disperse! 

To Ossovitsky. Agent! Look well on this picture and never 
forget it for the rest of your life! The agent of the Baron, The 
Well-Known Benefactor, The savior of the settlements, bring 
in the Turkish army to shoot the settlers.! Look at this 
picture, agent! 

Enter Erlanger, breathless. 

Shouting, to the Turkish officer. Stop! To Ossovitsky. What 
happens here? 

Hysterical. They are sheltering anarchists here! Criminals! 
They rebel against the Baron! 

Enough! Are you out of your mind? To the Officer. Please, 
officer, take your soldiers. The officer signals to his soldiers to 
lower down their guns. Please, officer, this is a 
misunderstanding. It's an internal dispute. We'll solve it 
ourselves. The officer hesitates. Erlanger gives him money. The 
officer signals the soldiers to leave. They leave. Feinberg, how 
have we come to this? 
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Quietly. Take this agent from here, Mr Erlanger. 

Erlanger and Feinberg look at each other, gravely. Erlanger signals 
Ossovitsky to leave. Ossovitskty leaves in resentment. 

Quietly, to Feinberg. The Baron is here, Feinberg. Incognito. 
To pride himself with all his doing. He will not let it go 
quietly. 

My conquests have their price, Erlanger. 

You will pay it, Feinberg. 

Dark. 


Drums. Lights up on the inner stage. Now it is Rothschild who faces Feinberg and 
the settlers. Erlanger stands by him. 
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Feinberg, you got me in to all this business. As a learned 
man, wise leader, liberal conqueror. You shouldn't let this 
quarrel come to this. My agent is me. And the entire 
settlement is me, Feinberg. You pack immediately and leave 
the colony. 

For this, Baron, all your millions will not be enough. 

To the settlers. Whoever wants to stay here in the colony will 
sign immediately the statement that Mr Erlanger will read to 
you. 

Produces a pledge note, hesitates, then reads it aloud. One: no one 
is allowed to join any association, without permission... A 
little embarrassed From Mr Erlanger. Feinberg looks at Erlanger. 
Erlanger avoids his look, his eyes on the statement. Two: It is 
strictly forbidden to host anyone in one's home for more than 
forty eight hours without permission from the agency. Three: 
It is strictly forbidden to employ any worker without 
permission from the agency. Lays the paper on the table. 

I want all of you to sign this document immediately! 
Friends, I have asked his highness the Baron to sponsor our 
colony, and I am short of words to appraise his contribution 
for the settlement. But you must understand the meaning of 
this document you are required to sign. It is a document of 
slavery. A feudal pledge. Whoever signs it is as of today 
committed to slavery. A Canaanite slave to French Baron. 
The settlers look at each other. Look at Feinberg. No one budges. 

I would concede you stay here, Feinberg, if you sign this 


paper. 
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Feinberg I will not sign this pledge of bondage. In Russia of the Czar 
slaves are liberated. In Palestine they are sent back to the 
Middle Ages. 

Rothschild Then, Feinberg, you are dead to me. 
G approaches, hesitantly, and signs the paper. He is followed by all, 
except for Feinberg, Berta and Nechama. 


Feinberg = 7o Berta. Who could blame them? Natural Selection, local 
version: the weak survive. 

Rothschild Good. Now remember: No arguments. The price of wine I 
set myself, and it will depend on your behavior. The work 
of my agent to command, and yours, as the Chinese say, to 
tremble and obey. Clear? Anyone whose vineyard is not ripe 
yet, will stand in line and get support from my agent, if he 
will behave. But try to find other works. I have already sent 
you some good species of fowl from France. I will also send 
goats. Real farmers should grow their own food — the less to 
deal with the Arab villages. And the women should help 
their husbands, cultivate silkworm... Berta and Nechama 
exchange looks. Now out. All of you. Erlanger, bring in that 
philologist, what's his name? 

Exeunt settlers. Last, distanced, exit Feinberg. Upon leaving, he 
encounters Ben Yehuda who enters the room. 


Ben Yehuda Upon entry. Ben Yehuda, His Highness. Calls after the leaving 
Feinberg, unaware of the tension around. Goodbye, Mr Har- 
Tiferet! Kissing Rothschild's hand. 

Rothschild Who? 

Erlanger = Quick to explain. Mr Ben Yehuda seeks to revive the Hebrew 
language in the settlements. And he also wishes to alter 
our names as well. Sends a quick look to Ben Yehuda. 

Ben Yehuda Hebraize, bring them into the Hebrew covenant. 

Rothschild Amused. Ah, a linguistic circumsizer! And what is my name, 
Mr Ben Yehuda? 

Ben Yehuda His Highness is the shield of the settlement, shield of the 
descendants of King David. Red-Magen-David, then: 
Magen-David-Adom! 

Rothschild A little long, isn't it? 

Ben Yehuda No longer than Eliezer Ben Yehuda. Hands him a paper. May 
I interest His Highness in our project of a Hebrew 
dictionary? The very soul of our national revival on his land. 
Dark. 


Scene 14 


Drums. Lights up on the external stage. The company, puppets in hands. 


[|ND TP?) 


Qarazagoa 


5) 
@. 
=| 
a 
oc) 
iar) 

a 


George 
Ali 


Feinberg 
Halperin 


Feinberg 
Halperin 
Feinberg 
Halperin 


Feinberg 


Halperin 


Feinberg 


[|ND T27n] 


51 


Leave us, Feinberg. Go thy ways. 

We love you, but you've become a burden on us. 

You've done your share, Yosef. None will forget. 

You have your share in history. 

You've done your share, Yosef. But now you're in our way. 
We love you, but you've become a burden on us. 

Leave us, Feinberg. Go thy ways. 

You are dead to us. 

Enter Feinberg. 

To the audience. Dead? It used to be God's business! Now 
he would like to master life and death. 

Enter, on the other side of the stage, Ali, a gun in his hand, and 
George. 

Are you sure you know what you are doing, Ali? 

That's where he stays. The king of Jews. If he dies, they all 
go packing. When he passes, I shoot. 

Ali lies in ambush for Rothschild. George retires to the dark. Enter 
Halperin, a gun in his Hand. Lies in ambush for Rothschild. 


Notices Halperin. Halperin! What are you doing here? 
Whispering, very tense. Let me alone, Feinberg. Go away. Don't 
interfere. 

Interfere in what? Are you playing melodrama here? 

I'll kill him, Feinberg. I'll save the settlement. 

Save from what? If you kill him, what will be left of the 
settlement? 

The dreams, the ideals. A free nation on our land. Seeking 
peace. Have you forgotten, Feinberg? 

There's nothing to forget, kid. We are the dreams. We don't 
return anywhere, because we haven't been here. The man is 
right — don't you get it yet? The settlement is him. We lost. 
You lost, Feinberg. You are a thirty years old old man. You 
have invented him, but even when he drives you out of the 
paradise you created for him, you keep defending him. There 
are others, who won't give up that readily. 

Don't be a child, Halperin. You are a hothead, One should 


learn to lose. Give me the gun. 

They struggle quietly over the gun. Enter Rothschild. Halperin points 
his gun to him, in a sudden movement. On the other side of the stage, 
Ali stands up, pointing his gun as well at Rothschild. At the last 
moment, Feinberg hits Halperin’s wrist, and the shot is turned in 
another direction. Ali sounds a faint cry and falls. Feinberg tries to 
locate where did the cry come from. Rothschild is alarmed, trying to 
find out where did the shot come from. 
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Quietly and decisively, to Halperin. Get out of here, you hear? 
Get home! Halperin, alarmed at what he has done, obeys and exit. 
Rothschild, shaken, finds himself facing Feinberg, who steps out into 
the light. Both stand facing each other. 

What was it? A shot? 

Cool. Someone has driven off a robber. Don't fear, Baron. It 
happens almost every night. We're used to it. A tense silence. 
Don't panic. I am not scheming against you. Shows him his 
hands. | have no gun. 

Incredulously. Did you think it over, Feinberg? 

Baron, you told me I was dead. I believed you. I came to 
heaven and said: "please let me in, I'm dead!" They told me: 
"Who told you were dead"? I said: "The Baron de 
Rothschild!" "Go back down to the Baron," they told me, 
and tell him that even he cannot decide who is alive and who 
is dead!" 

Pity, Feinberg. You conquered me. I was building on you. 
The winery is almost ready. Chief chemist. Advanced 
training in France. General manager. The Baron's right hand 
in Palestine. 

Pity indeed. But not like that. Not serfs and feudal father. 
Not for this we built a colony. 

Furious. You have not built anything! Some huts and sand. 
And a handful of parasites. You persuaded me... 

Yes, I was wrong, it appears. A feudal remains a feudal. 
Feinberg, you will be sorry that you are not dead. 

Please check, Baron, whether your business is still alive. 
Enters, rushing, breathing heavily, his eyes alternate between 
Rothschild and Feinberg. Baron, are you alright? What 
happened here? I've heard a shot! 

looks at Feinberg. Robbers. 

Exeunt Rothschild and Erlanger. Feinberg approaches the place 
where Ali fell. He finds him, lying dead, a gun in his hand. 
Halperin, you idiot. Comes out you saved the Baron's life. 
Looks up. Enter Mariam from the shadows. Both stand and look at the 
body of Ali. 

So now also the Palestinians have a martyr. 

And somehow it is I who killed him. 

In every peace seeker there's a killer. An ancient story. 
Dismayed. Kneels by the body. Child. 

First. Many will follow. This land is miserly in water but 
drunk with blood. 

Dark. 


Scene 15 
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Drums. Lights up on the internal stage. Feinberg's home. Berta is sitting. Feinberg 
is approaching. D comes towards him. Feinberg greets him, and for a second it 
seems D reciprocates, but soon it is clear that D's smile was directed at E, who 
entered after Feinberg. The two are speaking secretly, manifestly ignoring Feinberg. 
Feinberg stops, hesitating. Enter Mariam‘ at the far side of the stage. 
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Leave here, Feinberg. They do not want you here. 

Silence. Feinberg enters home. 

With whom were you talking there? 

A guest. From Russia. 

From whom the letters? 

Caught in the act. What letters? 

Come on, Yosef, I have seen you. If they are romantic 
letters, from Mania in Kiev, fine, I don't care. But now not 
your erotic charm stirs the waves between the Jordan and 
the Volga. Speak to me, Yosef. I'm worried. Also our lives 
are burning here. 

Feinberg brings out two letters already taken out of their envelopes. 
Opens one of them. 

All in unison. Such harmony between "The lovers of 

Zion" was barely witnessed for ages. Reads aloud. Lilienblum. 
Feinberg, Leave. No principles now. No sentiments. There is 
the settlement, and without the Baron there is no settlement. 
Will you have this on your conscience? I can have you on 
my conscience. Feinberg the dreamer conquered me. 
Feinberg the rebel is an enemy. Go, Feinberg. Let the 
settlement be. 

What shall we do? 

Opens another letter. Reads aloud. Feinberg, leave. There is no 
choice. Your lover, Doctor Pinsker. Produces more letters. 
There are more. The Baron is sensitive. Don't piss the Baron 
off. 

Yosef, I think about it all the time. 

I know, Berta. 

They are right, Yosef. He may indeed stop his support to the 
colonies if you are not to leave. 

I know, Berta. 

What shall we do, Yosef? 

Do we have power? 

You have power. You are so strong, the Baron shakes in fear 
of you. 
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We'll sell all to the agency. The land, twelve cows. I have 
no business anymore with the settlement project of the 
feudal Baron. To the audience. May one play tragedy in a 
puppet theatre? 

What shall we do, Yosef? 

All from the start again, Berta. 

Where, Yosef? 

To Lud, Berta. I checked the possibilities. The chemist 
Feinberg extends his exploration of the elements of nature: 
from sugar to milk; from milk to oil. We now advance the 
industry of Palestine: we run an oil refinery. 

Lud? It is an Arab village, Yosef. 

True. 

Are there more Jews there? 

One. I lease the oil refinery from him. He leaves the country. 
I am not employing Arabs anymore, Berta. If work, then 
together with them, or alone. 

Dark. 


Drums. Lights up on the external stage. The company, holding newspapers. 
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Reads aloud. The Advocate:** "Request and warning. People in 
Jaffa, who witness daily the misery of the poor Jews who 
come to the Holy Land without means with no one to help 
them, beg us to warn the needy not to risk their life in 
coming to Palestine. The poor must be discouraged from 
coming!" 

Reads aloud. The Lilly: "All rumors as if settling in 
Palestine was permitted are fake and unfounded. It is 
forbidden to settle in Palestine for Jews native of other 
lands. We have done our duty hereby to warn potential 
immigrants." 

Reads aloud. The Lilly: "Youngsters of twenty have by 
doctors’ advice left the country they have drowned in their 
sweat and blood. A crisis hit the settlements. No work. 
Famine. That is the fate of the Jewish worker in Palestine." 
Lights up on the inner stage. The Lud oil refinery. Feinberg at his 
desk, immersed in accounts. Enter Berta. 

Yosef, do you have two francs for Sophie? 

Will find. What for? 


I asked there to go to the centre, to buy stuff. 
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Takes two coins out of his pocket. Let her be careful not to 

lose them. They don't come easily, you know. Times are 
hard. And is it safe to send her alone’... 

Joins his speech, as if knowing it by heart. You know, we are the 
only Jewish family in Lud, and not everyone like us living 
here. Smiles. Yes, she is careful. And besides, she is 


accompanied by Selim of the neighbors and he watches her. 
Turns to go. Upon her exit she notices Mariam who stands across. She 
looks at her. 


To the audience. Selim of the neighbors. A nice boy, polite. 
Madly in love with Sophie. She is twelve, he fourteen. In 
Shakespeare he would have talked of marriage. Wants to 
become a chemist when he grows up. A substitute father? 
One should consult the literature on psychology. Perhaps 
someone in Berlin or Vienna developed a theory. Gets back 

to his accounts. Enter Mariam, dressed elegantly. Feinberg raises his 
eyes to her. Exit Berta. You? 

You are in trouble. Silence. You are drowning. Silence. You 
extract oil from olives? How much oil? Whose olives? 

A lot of oil. If you suggest that the financial situation is bad, 
you are right. But not out of lack of work. On the contrary... 
Of yourself you extracts oil, Feinberg. To whom belongs this 
place? 

Not to me, yet. But will be mine. To the audience. Allegory. 
You are bankrupt, Feinberg. Will never be yours. You are all 
bankrupt. You have got nothing to offer here to anybody. 
Progress? It will come, even if you won't hasten the end. 
And anyway, my progress is not what interests you. 

Yes, you are right: I work for myself. I'm no philanthropist. 
A national vision, Mariam. There is a Hebrew nation, 
looking for roots lost, here, in this place, long ago. 

How long ago? 

So long ago that one cannot remember. But here's a fact: It 
does remember! All those years! There are receipts for its 
memories, even if it's irrational. Even if it's impossible. 
What is a Hebrew nation, Feinberg? What do you have in 
common with the Yemenites who came with you, but are 
employed by the farmers at starvation wages, like Arabs? 
Indeed, there was once a Hebrew nation. Even contributed a 
compact model of deity for the world to share. But this 
uniqueness is over, as one day the glory of the Assyrians, the 
Chaldeans and the Greeks passed away. I spend no more 
time in church than you at synagogue, yet religion and 
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culture sometimes get mixed up. A gentleman from the 
Galilee opened his arms and delivered that contribution to be 
a public domain for all nations. And since that moment, your 
history was derailed. 

Yet moving on, Mariam, even if derailed. Lo and behold! So 
maybe there's another order? Perhaps a different set of rules 
governs this funny nation? Indeed, in Germany, in 
Switzerland, the Jews have equal rights. And if you swear 
allegiance to the altar, you even may become Prime Minister 
for Victoria Regina. And yet I looked around and have seen 
something strange: if I am not hated for crucifying your 
Galilean gentleman, I am despised for being foreign. A 
person gets up in the morning, getting punched, and feels a 
nation. So at a time where every three courts in Europe 
declare themselves a nation, what's to be done with such a 
people, with set of ancient rules and regulations applied to 
any hiccup, what does one do with nation that dispersed 
around like grains of dust, and yet its roots still grow here on 
his land? 

No, Feinberg. This land will not be yours even if you buy it 
all. What have you come to be here, a peasant? You will not 
be a peasant. Or if you be, you will not be yourself. You 
came here to become an Emperor. You think you get 
attached to grains of soil; but you will not shed your cultural 
pretensions for rediscovering the landscapes of your nation's 
origins. You'll always wish to play the European league. 
Maybe you are right. Who am I to tell you off, a poor 
minority with a French newspaper in her bag? Yet read 
about the French in Algiers: how long you give them till this 
mess blows in their face? The poison is already poured. 

You are fantasizing, Feinberg, and in your fantasies, there's 
power to destroy. Your formula won't crack a vial. It will 
wipe out entire lab, entire building, entire city. 

My chemistry cannot erase a city. 

Not yet. I've read a book. In this line human ingenuity is 
admirably fertile. 

Even if you grow a liberation movement, why should it 
contradict the project we are building here? There's room in 
here for all of us. We will but win together. This land, 
Mariam, both yours and mine, will be a paradise of industry, 
of science, light to the nations! 

Silence. 
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I am the nations, Feinberg. Your Berta will bring me down 
to my knees, and you'll drop bombs on my brothers. The fire 
from your temples of light will burn us. 

It is but an expression. 

I know. Me too. You'll sacrifice me up your chimneys. But 
that smoke will come back to you, Yosef. I will also stifle 
you. We'll all be dragged to this Golgotha. 

Why are you here, Mariam? 

Pointing outside. The saving partner, Feinberg. I'm acting 
stupid, as ever, when your eyes consume my heart. Will 
help you out of your financial mess. For now. Uncle Kamil. 
Belli; fez; purse. An Arab hand seeking peace. Give him 
fifty percent. Keep fifty to yourself to blow up your head 
with fantasies. For now. 

Turns to leave. Feinberg looks at her, amazed. 

Calls after her. Mariam, who the hell... 

Mariam turns back to him, silencing him by putting her finger to her 
lips, a gesture which could also be interpreted as a kiss. Exit Mariam. 
Enter George and Kamil. 

Mr Feinberg? 

Yes. 

I take it Mr Feinberg is looking for a partner. 

Yes. 

Why is it worth his while to get into partnership with you? 
The business flourished for two seasons. During olive 
harvest it is a goldmine! Troubles start when the season 
ends. The rent bites into the profit, and there's interest on the 
loans. If you cover my interest and the principal, there is no 
reason why in the next harvest we both will not get rich. 
There are many refineries. What special about yours? 

It is the most elaborate refinery in the country. The mills are 
not of stone and the rollers not of wood, but an iron machine, 


like abroad. I extract of the olives the double amount of oil. 
Silence. 

What do you say, George? 

Do as you will. Sounds to me a Jewish business. 

Fifty percent? 

Fifty percent. 

One should check the numbers. Feinberg picks up a sheet of 
paper off his desk, and hands it to Kamil. Kamil peruses the sheet. 
What do they drink to this with you in Russia? 

To the audience. Pure soul, Uncle Kamil. With him one could 
make peace. Except that he descended from a race of ancient 
prophets. Blind. Impotent. When by the end of season we 
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almost went bankrupt, he gave me a handout saying he was 


buying my share in the business. 
Dark. 


Scene 17 
Drums. Lights up on the inner stage. The oil refinery. Berta is waiting outside. Kamil. 


Feinberg = Gloomy. Hands Kamil his keys. The keys, Kamil. 

Kamil So that's it, Mr Feinberg. I am very sorry. 

Feinberg Don't be sorry, Kamil. You will thrive. You can pay back 
your debts. A little breath, and you will have a flourishing 
business here. 

Kamil Come visit, Feinberg. 

Feinberg Maybe. I am moving to the transport business, Kamil. A 
coachman. Maybe my passengers will bring me once to Lud. 

Kamil Do think it over, Feinberg? You may stay on and work as 
employee, until you will be able to buy your share again. 

Feinberg No, Kamil, it wouldn't work. I am going to start everything 
afresh. It turned into a habit with me every couple of years. 
Take care of yourself, Kamil. You are a dear old man! 

They shake hands. Feinberg leaves the refinery, joining Berta. 
Mariam stands aloof on the side, staring. Feinberg looks at her, their 
eyes meet for a moment, then he joins Berta climbing into the "coach" 
structured of those members of the company who are free to take part 
in it. The "carriage" moves forward. Dark. 


Scene 18 
Drums. A spot on Feinberg. 


Feinberg —= To the audience. One must be particularly talented to lose 
money also in transport. I managed it. Before the new 
railway drove to retirement all the diligences.“* Too much 
interest in my passengers. A coachman should take interest 
mostly in horses. 

Lights on the inner stage. Feinberg at the coachman seat of his coach. 
Ahad Ha'am sits in the "passengers' seat." 

Feinberg Where? 

Ahad Ha'am*To the Judea colonies. Rishon... 

Feinberg Silence. Only to Rishon and back? 

Ahad Ha'am No, Ekron as well, Wadi Hanin, Gedera.... 

Feinberg All this in one day? 

Ahad Ha'am I am not in a hurry. We shall stay the night where we arrive 
at evening and go on the following day. 
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Feinberg Sir is a tourist? Seeks land to buy? 

Ahad Ha'am Tourist, at the moment. 

Feinberg It is an expensive ride. 

Ahad Ha'am How much? 

Feinberg Three francs a day, plus lodging and food expenses, for me 
and the horses. 

Ahad Ha'am And that is the normal rate? 

Feinberg = Stops. Sir, you may check. There are more coachman. 

Ahad Ha'am Pause. No, I believe you. What's your name? 

Feinberg Yosef. 

Ahad Ha'am Ginsberg. Silence. You know Rishon? 

Feinberg Ido. 

Ahad Ha'am How are the relations with the agency? Better now? 

Feinberg Better than what? 

Ahad Ha'am The big revolts, about three years ago? 

Feinberg = Mildly bitter. Ah, yes. No revolts. Everything is fine. No 
problems for Mr agent. 

Ahad Ha'am No problems? 

Feinberg The settlers cooperate. Rishon flourishes. All good. 

Ahad Ha'am And where are the rebels? 

Feinberg Gone. 

Ahad Ha'am Gone? Where? 

Feinberg Here and there. 

Ahad Ha'am You know anyone of them? 

Feinberg = Makes a large gesture with his hand. Rishon Lezion. 

H Who was waiting for the guest. Mr Ahad Ha'am! Shakes the guest's 
hand. Feinberg looks at Ahad Ha'am, greatly surprised. Come, I 
will show you around our colony. The meeting with the 
settlers we will have to hold at the waiting hall of the 
Agency House. What can we do? It is the agent's reception 
day, and there is barely anyone who doesn't have some 
dealing with the agency. 

F Approaching Feinberg. How are you, Feinberg? Offers his hand 
to Feinberg. Feinberg declines the gesture. Settlers of Rishon Lezion 
wait in line before the Agency House. From time to time someone 


comes out of the agent's office and another gets in. Ahad Ha'am and 
Hare sitting with them. 


Ahad Ha'am You demand support from the entire nation. But what kind 
of society are you building here? Indicating the agent's office. 
You let only him to think for you? 

E Why always think, think constantly on everything, Mr Ahad 
Ha'am? We are doing! We have no time to think. We are an 
island among a host of enemies who wish to destroy us! 
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H And the Baron's agency just stands in our way. All in all, the 


rebels were right... Pointing at Feinberg, who stands aloof on the 
side. Ahad Ha'am sends a quick look at Feinberg. The others are 


silencing H decisively. 

F Who just came out of the agent's office and has heard the last few 
words. Hush... Are you looking for trouble? 

Ahad Ha'am 7o F. Do you employ hired workers? 


F Of course. Like everyone else! 

Ahad Ha'am Arabs? 

F Laughs. What else, Jews? Have you seen them work? Twice 
the time! 

E But wages they want double! A Hebrew workers union they 


have founded us! 

Ahad Ha'‘am io E. Which means you too have Arab workers. 

F No, he got wiser. He leased his land to Arabs of the village. 
Got rid of their annoying impudence. At first the Arabs were 
trembling of us. Now you can't raise a hand on any of them. 
He runs straight to the agent, and the agent summons the 
landlord to tell him off, and sometimes even fine him. 

Ahad Ha'am If there was anything we should have learnt from our 
history, it was how careful should we be with foreign 
people we have come to live with. What does a servant when 
he reigns?*° Gets cruel to Arabs, trespasses their land, and 
then boasts of his misdeeds. 


F With due respect, Mr Ahad Ha'am, You haven't dealt here 
with the natives. 

E The Arab respects but him who treats him with boldness and 
courage. 


Ahad Ha'am This may be so, yet if he thinks his rival oppresses him, 
even if now he is holding back, he will revenge eventually, 
sir. 

F The Arabs are but savages, like their asses. They do not 
understand what's going on around them. 

Ahad Ha'am You are wrong, sir. When they feel we are forcing them 
out, they will not give in. 

Ahad Ha'am gets back into the carriage. 

Feinberg Where do we go? 

Ahad Ha'am Wadi Hanin. Silence. They drive. Sir is Feinberg. He didn't 
tell. 

Feinberg Sir is Ahad Ha'am. He didn't tell. 

Ahad Ha'am Trying to joke. Doesn't it show I am a man of the people? I 
do not look a Baron. Serious. I really hoped to meet you. All 
these are slaves to the agency. If they had a dream in them, 
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when they came here, it is long gone. Now they dream to be 
petty European feudals at the expense of the Baron, while 
the neighbors work their land for them. And the land? We 
both know every piece of worthwhile land in Palestine is 
already cultivated. Who checked the land? 

Feinberg Who? Does he think the lands came by to introduce 
themselves? Whatever was on offer, we bought. 

Ahad Ha'am Yes, I have never been much of a trader myself. You 
consider me a very inadequate judge of the settlement 
project, don't you? 

Feinberg No. I think accomplished traders would not save this 
enterprise. Such breed we do not lack abroad. 

Ahad Ha'am What would then? 

Feinberg Maybe nothing. Maybe it is all one big mistake. Perhaps a 
pogrom is like a disease: breeds fantasies. 

Ahad Ha'am Don't lose your spirit, Feinberg. You are a fighter. One may 
create here a great spiritual centre. 

Feinberg A model fighter against windmills. What have we here? 

A puppet theatre. Remotely operated from abroad. 
Rothschild, Lilienblum, even yourself. And the playwright 
from Vienna. 

Ahad Ha'am Dr Herzl? 

Feinberg Yes. Sitting in front of Brueghel’ snow at the 
Kunsthisrorisches Museum and sending us to the desert. 

. Dark. 


Scene 19 


On the external stage just ended Herzl's play "The New Ghetto". Applause. In the 
group remaining after curtain call, Herzl, Nordau, Bodenheimer. Separately — 
Fabius Shach. 


Herzl“ Excited. Bodenheimer, Nordau — what do you think of my 
play? 

Bodenheimer“ Congratulations, Dr Herzl. "The New Ghetto." An 
immensely significant play! 

Nordau” = Grunting with satisfaction. Hmmm.... 

Schach Approaching them. May I introduce myself? — Schach. 
Organization of Jewish Students. An excellent play, Dr 
Herzl, and also, if I may, acutely topical. The question of 
defending one's honour by a duel forms a central issue in our 
discussions. It is a major part of developing the physical 
body among the Jewish race. We, the nationalist Jews, 
should not confine ourselves to being bookish, but aspire to 
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be men, experiencing real life and provided for the struggle 
for existence, honour, and national desire. 

Yes, that's what I call "muscular Judaism." 

We should develop the masculine properties of courage and 
loyaly, valor, patience, and boldness. All this will help us 
overcome the old Ghetto manners, Dr Herzl, to look at the 
world in the eyes, and claim our rights instead of begging for 
mercy. 


Bodenheimer A breed of farmers. 


Nordau 


Herzl 


Schach 


A breed of soldiers! The Jewish people is not a nation of 
cowards. Many times, Jews demonstrated extreme valor 

and courage. The desperate war of Bar Kokhba against the 
Romans is much more impressive than all the victories of the 
Hasmonaeans. ~° 

Yes, Zionism flares up new life into Judaism. Morally, it 
revives the ideals; and bodily, it fosters the physical 
education of the next generation. 

A healthy soul in a healthy body. 


Bodenheimer Centuries of oppression have turned our nation cowardly. 


Schach 


Look at our young national movement: humanists, well read, 
eloquent, witty. But what about strong men, highly 
disciplined and loyal to the movement? These are more 
important for us than all the intellectuals and the critics, 
who, as we know, do not always accept in full the 

guidance of the movement. 

And, if I may, especially among the settlers in Palestine. 


Bodenheimer Yes, we were blindly following "The Lovers of Zion" and 


Scene 20 


favored agricultural settlement in Palestine. But indeed, the 
Zionist colonization should be based primarily on military 
settlement. We are going to regret every moment holding 
back the establishment of a military nucleus like this. Have 


you heard of Ben Yehuda, Herzl? 
Dark. 


Drums. Feinberg's home, above his recently inaugurated pharmacy in Jaffa. Berta, 
Nechama, and Hemda Ben Yehuda. 


Berta 
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Thanks for coming to visit me in Jaffa. At last we managed 
to raise the money and open our pharmacy, downstairs. To 
Nechama. I missed you, farmer woman. 
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Scene 21 
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Meet Hemda. Ben Yehuda's second wife. The name is Ben 
Yehuda product. She's Beille from home. But his gift of 
matriage was forcing a Hebrew name on her. 

In protest. Nechama Suffradonat enjoys teasing me for my 
devotion to my husband and my Master, but I have accepted 
his commands in love. 

My Master and his commands... I as well try to speak, write, 
and teach Hebrew. But this is my dream. He keeps enforcing 
his own fantasies on his wives and family. Her sister Dvora, 
his first wife, may she rest in peace, he actually killed when 
he wouldn't let any nurse take care of her unless she knew 
the conjugations of verbs in the Holy tongue. His mother, 
who came especially from Russia to take care of her dying 
daughter in law and her kids, he heroically smuggled to Jaffa 
within a sack of potatoes but watched her like a dog not to 
breath one Yiddish word in front of the children. 

Ridicule me as much as you wish, Nechama. Indeed, until I 
jumped to attention when he summoned me to him, no 

piece of earth from the Holy land has made me wet down my 
crotch. But then I realized that since I first laid my eyes on 
him I fell obsessively in love with him. When he conjured 
Hemda from the puppet Beille, I dove headfirst into the 
ocean of his dreams. From that minute on, my chemistry, an 
assimilated Jewish scientist, joined forces all in all with a 
brave army of Hebrew speaking kids in conquering the land 
of our ancestors from cruel foes who seized it. 

Exit Hemda. 

Men. They won't concede their right to live all their 
obsessions, as long as we, at home, would pay the bills. 
They have the privilege to drag us to the desert to conquer an 
imaginary homeland from their rivals, but we are not 
allowed to dream of concert halls in Warsaw or Berlin? Did 
you know that until he called her to stand at his service, she 
was a prize winning student of chemistry at the women 
college of natural science in Moscow? Instead of nursing the 
Maccabean children army at the Ben Yehuda lodging, she 
might join forces here downstairs with your pharmacy in 
Jaffa. 

Dark. 
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Drums. Lights up on the inner stage. The Feinberg pharmacy in Jaffa. Sophie 
attending to the accounts; Selim, in a white pharmacist coat, fixes a medicine in a 
vial. Feinberg, in a white coat as well, reads a letter. 
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Who is it from, dad? 

Folding the letter. The bureau of the prophet. The great hope 
of the nation. Dr Herzl. Asks to meet me when he comes to 
Jaffa. He's got offers. 

Excited. Daddy!... It is a great honour, isn't it? 

Silence. 

When you are done fixing this medication, Selim, please 
pass by the wholesale store. 

Exit into the back of the shop. 

The Doctor is Messiah himself, or just the harbinger? 
Selim, does your system contain more fluids, or just your 
cynicism alone? 

Sophie, you know. 

He has finished fixing the medication, places the vial on the proper 
shelf, takes off his white coat and turns to leave. 

I do not know, Selim. I love you. But I'm afraid. And I don't 
know what more. 

You love more, Sophie. Fear is a dark hole. But I will guard 
you. Like those days in Lud, Two children walk the fields 
like orphans. 

And who will guard you, Selim? Our fanatics and yours will 
not let it go in peace. 

Then both of us will sacrifice ourselves. Romeo and Juliet at 
the Holy Land. You at the stake; I on the cross. Sanctifying 
God is in your legacy, isn't it? Kisses her lightly and exit. 
Calling after him. It isn't funny, Selim. 

Enters. What isn't funny? 

Bites her lips. Going back to the accounts. Nothing. 

Sophie, where is it going? 

What is going? 

Sophie, if there is something you inherited from both your 
parents, it is your speed of thought. Get back to pace. 

We are in love, dad. You know. In Lud we were two kids. 
But when he came to Jaffa, a man with hat and moustache, I 
understood that we have never parted. 

Selim is marvelous. Never in my dreams could I wish my 
daughter any better partner: Bright, hardworking, talented, a 
man of national pride. But there's the rub: his national pride 
lives there, across the road. Selim of the neighbors. What 
shall you do, confess your Zionist perversion to the priest? 


Sophie 
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I would have given up this land; but Selim won't hear. This 
is my home, he says. 

Our roots here have not grown yet deep enough, Sophie. To 
grow roots sideways is cancer. For this I have no 


medication. And it seems Selim has nothing either. 
Dark. 


Lights up on the inner stage. A hotel room in Jaffa. Feinberg is waiting for his 
meeting with Herzl. 


Secretary Mr Feinberg, Dr Herzl will see you now. 


Herzl 
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Feinberg enters the room. Herzl rises to greet him. 

Mr Feinberg, enchanté. So pleased to meet him. He was very 
warmly recommended. Please, have a seat. They both sit down. 
I have also heard about your quarrel with the Baron. Hardly 
surprising. I have undergone as well that experience at 
Chateau saint honoré. With due respect to his investments 
here, an arrogant Jew, devoid of manners. Thinks his money 
bought the country and the settlers. I presented him my plan 
for the revival of the Jewish nation here in Palestine, offered 
to transfer him the rights and credit, and he stands there and 
stares at me as if I was a madman. "Hush... One should not 
speak aloud of Jewish settlements, someone may hear". 
Have you heard of his visit to the glass factory in Tantura? "I 
order you to plant here High trees, many trees, which will 
hide the factory on all sides!" That's how he wants to hide 
the entire project of the Jewish settlement. Laughs. I had to 
tell him about the young guys who have come to me with the 
offer to found a Hebrew army, arm it well and conquer 
Palestine by force! 

Not laughing. And what he answered them, sir? 

Sips of the teacup on the table. Don't panic, Feinberg: I did not 
approve. Sips again. But truth to tell? Almost every time I get 
despaired of my diplomatic negotiations, and this happens 
often — I dream of military conquest. They say the rule of 
Cyprus may be transferred to the Germans. And I had an 
idea: why don't we settle in Cyprus, until one day we move 
to Palestine and conquer it by force, just as it was taken from 
us long ago? 

Alarmed. And does he find soldiers for his wars? 
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More than few. There are organizations for Jewish defence 
in Vienna, Germany. I need men like you, Feinberg, who are 
not afraid of the Baron. 

The lights dim. The effect of the pogroms from the beginning of the 
play. From the two opposite sides of the stage enter Rothschild and 
Ahad Ha'am. The effect stops, and the whole stage is lit in an 
artificial light indicating fantasy: Rothschild stands in some distance 
after the table, facing backwards, his back to the audience and the 
characters present on stage. His arm behind his back. Ahad Ha'am 
sits on the other side of the table, sips from the teacup on the table. 
Feinberg notices the two, but it appears that Herzl is not aware of 
their presence in the room: the fantasy is a private fantasy of Feinberg 
alone. Ahad Ha'am puts down the cup on the table. Herzl takes it, 
sips from it. 

Holds his head, as if to remove the nightmare. Puppets, Puppets in 
the theatre! 


Ahad Ha'am Now we know what is the Zionism of Dr Herzl: Just 


Herzl 


physical practice for bored Jews. In his state, which is the 
state of Plato standing on its head, everyone will be 
summoned to training in horse riding and fencing. He will 
create an army, where every man will train when he is free 
from plowing, sowing and harvest in his private farm. Herzl 
puts down the teacup on the table. Every now and then there will 
be riding tournaments like in the Middle Ages. In any case, 
his plan reminds one of the Middle Ages: they will go 
hunting, do wars, and the Jewish question will find its 
solution. Takes the teacup from the table. Yet one little question: 
then why here, of all places? Why not in areas more 
convenient for settlement? Sips from the teacup and puts it on the 
table. And I for some reason had thought that the Jewish 
spirit, the Jewish mind, the Jewish morality, the Jewish 
thought, those were the core of Judaism. 

Takes the teacup which Ahad Ha'am has put on the table. Yes, 
spirit, spirit. 1am myself a man of spirit. But there's time for 
everything. First, work the the land. It's been two thousand 
years that we have lost touch with mother earth. Sips from the 
cup and puts the cup on the table. Ahad Ha'am takes the cup almost 


directly from his hand. The earth is the basic origin, the primary and decisive 


condition of culture. 


Ahad Ha'am Who sipped in the meantime from the teacup, puts it back on the 
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table. Feinberg raises his eyes to Ahad Ha'am. The rituals of earth 
and power made us forget why did we ask for national 
liberation. Is this the great happiness we aspired to for 
thousands of years, for which we have sacrificed so many 
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sacrifices? A state of eunuchs, of lowly slaves as today 
they are bowing to his agents? Sips the tea and points to 
Rothschild. 

Herzl No, an upright nation, with national pride! 

Rothschild Turns to Herzl, contemptuously. A nation of Spongers! Hundreds 
of thousands schnorers, all turning to me to feed them. 

Herzl Mocking Rothschild. Hush.... Silence... The Sultan should not 
hear, no one should hear. Silent infiltration, so even the land 
itself will not notice it is infiltrated! 

Rothschild Your Sultan is a liar, you are a dreamer, and your followers 
are beggars and schnorers. 

Ahad Ha'am 7o Rothschild. You turned them into schnorers: your system, 
your tyranny, your money. 

Rothschild Who are you anyway, "Lovers of Zion"? A bunch of 
impotents. I made the settlement of Palestine myself! 

Herzl What settlement? Who heard of it? Who needs it? 

Ahad Ha'am Tyrant! You have ruined the settlers. Throw away your 
money in other places, like all the other Jewish millionaires. 

Herzl Yes, tell him, Feinberg, what you think of him! 

Ahad Ha'am Yes, Feinberg, why are you silent? 

Rothschild What have you got to say, Feinberg? 

Feinberg = Turns the table wildly. Enough! Power, spirit, money! Feinberg 


does not know! Just puppets, puppets of history! 
Herzl, Rothschild, Ahad Ha'am retire into the shadows. Feinberg is 
holding his head. Dark. 


Scene 23 


Lights up on the inner stage. Before Feinberg's home, Jaffa. Feinberg. Berta 
approaches him 


Berta Softly. Yosef. 

Feinberg I'm drowning, Berta. I wanted to make history, and it came 
out that history just kneaded me like clay. 

Berta No, Yosef. You did make history. But history, like octopus, 
is wrapped around you, to bruise your heel. >! 

Feinberg Iam a straw puppet. 

Berta You are a hero, Yosef. But heroes are flesh and blood only 
in books, in theatre. In life all heroes are of straw. 

Feinberg I ruined you, Berta. Can you forgive me? 


Berta There's nothing to forgive. You haven't ruined; you gave me 
life. 

Feinberg A land not sown. 

Berta Sown with life. And blood. And ruin. And hope. 
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There is no hope. We failed, Berta. 

True. But who has not? All history is but a lullaby for dead 
heroes, a tale of failure, studded with sequins and fireworks. 
Pity on you, pity on the children. 

Your elder daughter does make history. It seems she'll bring 
you soon a tiny fraternity of nations, in basket and diapers. 
A spot on Mariam, at the far end of the external stage. Silence. 

And what shall we say, Berta? 

Is this the history we dreamt on? 

Enter Sophie and Selim, in a romantic stroll. Berta and Feinberg 
watch them from a distance, unseen by them. Mariam is watching 
from her corner of the stage. 

Don't talk like that, Selim. We've already made history here. 
We worked a bountiful of miracles in this forgotten land. 
Yes, Sophie. You worked great miracle in me. And yet for 
this there was no need for your illustrious settlement project. 
Selim, forgo your cynicism. The land has changed with our 
settlement project. You all enjoy as well. When the settlers 
of Hadera drained the swamps around the colony, the danger 
of malaria was removed also from the nearby villages.°* 
True. And also the Jamus,°> that lived in the swamps and of 
which they made their living. But fine, let's talk of swamps, 
that project you are so proud of. Who drained them for you? 
Not the settlers, God forbid, their Jewish hands are too 
delicate! The neighbors from the nearby villages were not 
too keen on the draining project: the primitive natives don't 
know what's good for them! So what does fate have in store? 
The Belgian company that built the railway from Jaffa to 
Jerusalem brought 50 Egyptian workers, and when the 
project was over, they remain out of work. So the engineers 
from Hadera generously offer them a new employment: 
swamp draining. History! And since 50 workers are not 
enough for the gigantic project of the Hebrew settlement, Mr 
engineer goes to Egypt and brings over 250 workers, and 
also 32 English tents, one of them for a field hospital, since 
we Jews already predict what is to come! Thus we have 
joined hands to overcome swamps and malaria, and whoever 
wants an open evidence may come to Sheikh Hilu village 
just across from Hadera, and will see there 100 graves of 
Egyptian workers, a memorial of the common destiny of the 
people of the area. 

That's it? We only kill you and devour you? 
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No, Sophie. Sometimes you just throw us away, as you did 
in Metula to the Druze peasants who lived on the land for 
centuries.** The Baron's agent buys entire village populated 
by peasants. One day come to the village government 
officers and soldiers, their purses swollen of bakshish. joint 
operation of tax collection and locating defectors. Some run 
away. The rest are forced to sign a pledge to leave the 
village. A few days later a brave Jewish colony is launched: 
Metula, the crown of the Galilee. 

You drive me to despair, Selim. What will be with us? 
We'll be together. Two orphans. No escape. You brought the 
orphanhood to Palestine. 

Suddenly approaching them. Draws his gun, hysteric. You stay 
away from her, you hear? We do not want here orphan 
couples. Not for this have we come here! 

Cries. Dad! 

Yosef! 

Taken aback for a moment from the gun, but stares at Feinberg, cool. 
Respect, Mr Feinberg! French melodrama, by the book. 
Even with the most enlightened conqueror this gun was 
waiting quietly from Act One. Now has come its time to 
shoot. Or has it fired already? Just tell me, kindly, what for 
have you come here? 

Selim, don't provoke him! 

To live a dream! In dreams all is allowed! Puppets of theatre 
with guns of wood! 


Feinberg points the gun to his own head. 
Yosef! No! 


Cries. Dad! 
Feinberg shoots in the air. Collapses and falls. Dark. 


Lights up on the inner stage. Feinberg at Dr Lewis' clinic. 


Lewis 
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Well then, Mr Feinberg? You all wind up at the Mission 
doctor. Breath deep. Listens. Again. Listens. Takes off his 
stethoscope. Not good. You are a man of science, Mr 
Feinberg. With you I can speak openly. So yes, not good. It 
doesn't run as smoothly as it should, this heart of yours. 
There's too much weight; you overload it. I will prescribe 
you this — fix medication for yourself, for once. But more 
important — get away awhile. Change the weather for a few 
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weeks. Alone. Take shelter, say, in Jericho. But see that no 


one finds you there. Yes, total secrecy. And total rest. Alone! 
Dark. 


Lights up on the inner stage. The landlady in Jericho lets Feinberg into the room he 
rented. Feinberg, with a suitcase, looks around. 
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With cold courtesy. There's running water at the cabin outside. 
There's the toilets as well. The bed is made. Fresh bedsheets. 
In the cupboard there's an extra blanket. It can get cold at 
night here in Jericho. Pointing. Big size mirror. Work desk. 
Oil lamp. 

Thank you. Takes out coins from his pocket. We agreed on a 
week in advance. 

Counting the money. Thank you, Mr... 

Feinberg. 

If you need anything, Mr Feinberg, we are here across. 
Thank you. 


Exit Landlady. Feinberg surveys the room, puts down his suitcase. 
Takes out a cloth, hangs his coat on a hanger. Takes out some books 
and writing paper, and places them on the desk. Looks at the mirror, 
stretching, grimacing, performs an imaginary fencing gesture in front 
of the mirror, but a cough cuts off his movements. He stretches on the 
bed. A knock on the door. Feinberg gets up somewhat heavily and 
answers the door. 


Hands him a letter. For you, Mr Feinberg. 

Amazed. Already? Who knows I am here? 

A lady, Mr Feinberg. Dressed elegantly, European. 
Opening the letter eagerly. Reading rapidly. Where is she? 
Waiting downstairs. 

Please let her in. 

With Emphatic discretion. Yes, Mr Feinberg. Turns to go. 
Calls after her. It isn't what... 

Turns around. A discreet, hostile, covered smile. Sorry, Mr 
Feinberg? 

Studies her expression. Never mind. 


Exit Landlady. Feinberg looks at the mirror, grimacing. Turns to the 
door. Enter Mariam. Elegantly dressed, top fashion of the time. 


What are you doing here? 

May I sit down? 

No. Approaching her, both look at each other. He embraces her 
passionately, she responds to his embracement. A long lovers’ kiss. 
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Eventually they break apart. Mariam arranges her disordered dress. 
Feinberg closes the door and holds Mariam's head. My love. 

You are somewhat slow, I would say, but a finisher. How 
long did it take you? Nineteen years? Sits on the bed. 

Sits beside her. Twenty. That party in your father's house. Abu 
Kabir. 

Yes. Long time. We spoke Russian. 

I did. 

I did too, except you didn't hear. You were so busy talking 
fast and I rushed after you trying to figure out the 
conjugation of the verbs. 

That's what... 

Puts her finger to his mouth. No, that's not what. I followed 
you. Especially those parts about Berta and the kids. You're 
late, Mariam, I thought. For years you work to get ready for 
this moment. My Russian, my French, my German, the 
manners, the chemistry, Dostoevsky — all. And when he 
comes at last, and it is clear to me that he is my man, the 
man of my life, and for him I... He is already taken... 
Belongs to another. Already then, I knew there was no hope. 
Even though I waited. Enlightened conqueror. You were in 
Africa, or on the moon. And here I was. With roots of wind 
sown in the sand. Playing my life on a losing card. Not that I 
drove away the little hopes: Maybe your Bertachka ran off 
from you in Russia, like the wife of Levontin? I followed 
Levontin until you came to Jaffa. You mounted on the land, 
and Berta was left momentarily behind. The heart leaped up: 
a separation? No. You go to Europe, to conquer, and she 
remains in Rishon. Heroic move. What do you have to offer 
to counter Solveig, Mariam? I would have sung your kids a 
lullaby, Yosef, even in Russian. But you have given me no 
kids. Until today. Now when I knew that you were here... 
How did you know’... Taps his forehead. Doctor Lewis. Imitates 
him. "But see that no one finds you there." 

Doctor Lewis. I slept with him for this, Feinberg. And do 
believe me, his hairy chest is not a summer camp. 

Why, Mariam? Why me? 

You come from a losing race, Yosef. Like me. Except that 
with me it is personal, and you carry the mark of your entire 
nation. That's how we met and that's how we did walk our 
lives in parallels. You sold your life the directive of your 
nation's will, and I betrayed my nation's conscience to my 
heart. No kitsch — Berta has overpowered me with Chopin's 
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ballade. If something ate my heart, it was to hear her play. I 
knew she plays not only to you but to me as well. My 
hypnosis folded down before the ballade of your wife. She 
pinned me to the ground and creased my body like a rag doll. 
I am a proud Palestinian, Yosef. Not phony Palestinian like 
your shopkeepers in Simferopol. Not like your Immigrants 
who leave here before they grasped the palate of the land. 
We have a people here. Learn. Should you seek some 
bibliography, You'll get it. We have authors as well. Al- 
Caucabi, heard of him? No. Our polyglot never studied 
Arabic. Then there's Naguib Azoury: "The revival of the 
Arab Nation."°° Paris. Respectable edition with circonflexe 
when needed. In Vienna, next door to Smolenskin who 
spoke fluent Hebrew, sat Al-Khalidi and wrote Arabic. Now 
he is a member of the Parliament in Kushta. A star. For his 
speeches they sell tickets in the balcony. He corresponds 
with your Dr Herzl. °°You'll read, you'll understand: you've 
lost. From the beginning. And all your further errors made 
the picture clearer. Your Zionism is a calculation error. Your 
Dr also reckons it. When you substitute money for 
sentiment, then your geography becomes an anecdote. Syria, 
Cyprus; Now there's something new on the horizon, have 
you heard? Uganda. 

Uganda? Gets closer to her in bed. 

Strokes his hair. East Africa. Ain't funny? Africa, remember? 
The origins of the Nile. You could control the entire water 
supply of Egypt and Sudan. Like the State of Birds by 
Aristophanes. Remember? The Zionist utopia of Dr Herzl, 
with much more talent than "The State of Jews." So come, 
hear something funny: it seems that all your fellow settlers in 
the colonies of Palestine are great supporters of the Jewish 
colonizing of Uganda, as the solution for the Jewish 
question. And their most passionate champions of this plan 
is Ben Yehuda: for the Uganda plan he mobilizes the most 
excited words out of his dictionary. You see? I'm well- 
rehearsed in what is going on. 

I am not. I'm drowning. I enraged history, and it has stormed 
me in vengeance. Do you exist? 

I do, Yosef. Iam no dream. You will be glad to know: there 
is another chapter to Dr Breuer's explorations of hysteria, 
remember? Dr Freud, his protégé, who cannot hypnotize, has 
not given up to mount the temple of catharsis. He wrote a 
bulky book on dreams. Yes, no magicians, Yosef: science! 
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The nineteenth century has conjured electricity, machines, 
and nations. The twentieth century does analytical 
psychology. You will not guess, Yosef, who is his hero: 
Oedipus! Another dazzling hero from beginning. He, too, is 
sleeping with his failure. Dr Herzl, escaping Mother Europe, 
elopes with the Queen of Sheba. It's in your nation's folklore, 
isn't it? And would you hear me, Yosef? All your colonists 
will join him in the bed of Mama Uganda. 

Impossible. 

Have you not learned yet, Yosef, that you live in the clouds? 
I know. You may be the only one for whom the State of 
Birds is real. Since you did not believe it from the very start. 
Just didn't dare reveal it to yourself, until today. One battle I 
have lost, Yosef. I wished to be your woman, and I wasn't. 
Your Berta threw me down before we reached the mud 
arena. Now you are delivered to mistresses in Africa. From 
there, you know, the road leads to the jungle. Turn back, 
Yosef, Mother Europe awaits you. Mother Russia, from 
whom you ran away to Palestine. It seems the moon to you, 
since in your heart of hearts you've always been a Khazar, 
Caucasian in your soul. The plains of Russia you translated 
into Holy Land. Incest, Yosef. Taboo. Come to mama, 
Yosef. Falls in his arms. An orphan mama, Yosef. Give me a 
killer. Now speak Russian to me, as long as you wish. 

They embrace, passionately. Dark. 


Lights up on the external stage. The plenary meeting of the the 6th Zionist congress is 
going on in double speed. The company, puppets in their hands. Herzl makes a 
speech, then Nordau makes a speech, votes are taking place — all in dazzling pace like 
a silent movie. All one can hear is: 


Voices 


Mariam, 
Feinberg 
Mariam 
Feinberg 


Mariam 


[|ND TP?) 


Uganda... Uganda... Uganda... Uganda... Uganda... 

A dim light on the external stage while this silent scene is going on. 
Drums. Light on the inner stage. Feinberg, almost naked, in bed. 
smartly dressed, in front of the mirror, tidying and straightening 
her dress, following their intimate romance. 

Fantacizing, very feeble. Dulcinea... Lovely puppet... 
Yosef. Turns to him, startled. Yosef. 

There, at the city Square... We waited together for the 
gendarmes... History in red... 

Leaning on him. We are together, Yosef. Two puppets. 
Together. At the square. In front of the windmills. Losing 
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together. Now you are mine. In failure, beyond despair, there 
is fraternity of nations. Stroking his head. Sleep, Yosef. 
Sleep. It's night. 

Sings, accompanied by the chorus. 

Sleep, little boy. The wind howls on the plains. 

Snow on the fields. Dim light, the shadows sway. 

The trees asleep, the fountain drains, 

Dream your exile in garden far away. 


Sleep little boy. Your mother hovers 
Between the stars of heaven and your eyes. 
Lie in her wings and dream above and over, 


And dare the angels chant, till day will rise. 
Dark. 


Lights up on the external stage. Around the presiding table the company is dispersed, 
holding signs: "A Jewish state", "National Liberation", "Guards of the Torah". 


D 


E 


F 


Voices 


Join the territorialist movement! Hands D a brochure. 
Everything you wanted to know about the Uganda plan and 
didn't dare to ask! One Bishlik! Buy Territorialist shekel! 
"Jerusalem Torah guards!" Education in the light of the 
Torah. Branches in all the colonies. 

"Zionists of Zion!" Buy a Zionist shekel! Give shekel to the 
Zion Zionists. Net Zionism! 

Buuuh! Buuuh! 


Ben Yehuda Delivering his speech at the presiding table. Everything depends 
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on us! If we just want it, tomorrow we are a people with a 
country. Africa is a place of bright future. In a quarter of a 
century Africa may become a new America, maybe more 
flourishing than America! Enterprises we cannot achieve 
elsewhere in twenty years, we can develop there in one year! 
Bravo, Ben Yehuda! 

Uganda! 

U-gan-da! U-gan-da! 

And what about the Land of Israel? 

Traitor! You have sold the land of Israel for the land of the 
Negroes! 

Rises. Traitor, Ben Yehuda! Reads from a paper. As long within 
the heart of hearts... 


1 


Ben Yehuda Overriding him. I believe in pure faith that our people has a 
Hebrew, Israeli soul, that has the power to create a Land of 
Israel on any soil, in every climate! 

Voices Bravo, Ben Yehuda! Bravo Herzl! U-gan-da! U-gan-da! 

F Shame on you! The pioneers of the settlement! Nowhere has 
this rotten idea of Herzl and his companions found such 
stupid following as in Palestine! 

E What about Zion, Ben Yehuda? 

F What about the Land of Israel? 

Ben Yehuda My Hebraism does not depend on soil, but on the people! 
Yes, sir, the people counts, not the land! There in Uganda we 
will build ourselves a Jewish state! Judean state in Africa! 

Voices Bravo! Applause. 

Imber Traitor, Ben Yehuda! 

Ben Yehuda In Uganda the Jewish people will acquire a political 
education! In Uganda it will create a strong conquering 
army, which one day will return and occupy the Land of 
Israel, uproot and drive away the natives! 

Voices Bravo! U-gan-da! U-gan-da! U-gan-da! 


H Down with Malaria! 

D Down with the Turks! 

H Down with Hebrew! 

Imber Laughs. Ha Ha! Serves you right, Ben Yehuda! Leaves in 


protest. Ben Yehuda tries to protest against the latest cry, but his 
voice is not heard in the tumult. 


H Herzl! Her-Z]! Count on Herzl! 

D The visionary of the Jewish state! 

F Shame on you, cynics! Only yesterday all these were sacred: 
the Land of Israel, Hebrew, even malaria! 

Voices Buuuh! Buuuh! 

E Revive the spirit of the pioneers! 

D Yes, in Africa! 

Voices U-gan-da! U-gan- da! U-gan-da! 

E Approaches Herzl. Suddenly draws a pistol. Down with East 
African Herzl! Shoots in the air.>! 
On the external stage, the effect of pogrom from the beginning of the 
play. The lights dim on the external stage. 

Scene 28 


Lights up on the inner stage. Mariam sits on Feinberg's bed, holds him in her arms. 
At the background, the Chopin ballade. 
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Very feeble. What is it, heart beats or the drums of history? 
Weakens, shaking momentarily. Then lies motionless. The landlady 
enters, standing at the door without motion. 

Yosef? Bending towards him, kissing him lengthily. No history, 
myth. Sleep my Laios. After twenty years you have sown a 
killer in me. Gets up. Notices the presence of the Landlady. 
Quietly, no feeling. Let them all die like that. Like dogs. 
Mariam l/eaves. At the far side of the external stage, A spot on Ahad 
Ha'am. He makes a speech, calmly. 


Ahad Ha'am And what will become of Zionism? It is dead. In Basel it 


Mariam 
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was born, and in Basel, six years later, its soul faded off and 
nothing was left but an empty name. And history? Don't 
worry, it will wait. Time will pass, and the African dream 
will be a thing of the past, adding but one bitter drop to the 
sea of troubles called "Jewish history." And then new people 
will come and will raise again the Zionist flag and cherish it 
strongly and passionately, as did you before. The chorus and 
Mariam sing quietly in the background Mariam's lullaby. And if 
some new political star will rise and plan to lead them to 
Zion by a political shortcut, they will open before him the 
book of history and will show him the chapter of political 
Zionism till the Uganda incident. "Read this, Mr Star"’ they 
will tell him, "and bring the niggers back to Africa, as did 
your predecessor dream before he decided to bring us there. 
And we will keep walking slowly our long way and will not 
try again to press the end." 

Trumpets, wild procession music based on Hatikva" tune. 
Enters, clad in tailcoat and top hat. To the audience. Welcome to 
the twentieth century. Electronic music. Psychology. 
Revolutions. World Wars. Musicals! 

Sings, accompanied by the chorus. 

Sleep, little nation. Wind howls on the plains. 

Snow on the fields. Dim light, the shadows sway. 

The trees asleep, the fountain drains, 

Dream your exile in garden far away. 


Sleep little nation, rest, ease up your pain, 
And if a prophet wakes you up again, 
To shove and press you to the promised land 


Say: let me dream, and please don't rush the end. 
Dark. 


The End 
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Notes 


' Yossef Feinberg (1855-1902) was born in Sevastopol, Crimea (Ukraine) to a 
wealthy Jewish family. He studied chemistry at Heidelberg, Germany and Basel, 
Switzerland, and mastered several European languages. Upon his return to Russia he 
worked at Zeitsev sugar factory in Kiev. After the 1881 pogroms against the Jews, 
following the assassination of Czar Alexander IT on 13" March, he became involved 
with movements advancing Jewish settlement in Palestine, and together with Zalman 
David Levontin became a co-founder of the Rishon Lezion colony in 1882. His wide 
education, knowledge of languages and compelling personality made him the chosen 
messenger of Rishon Lezion to Europe to raise funds, and the Chief Rabbi of Paris, 
Zadok Cohen, arranged for him to meet The Baron Edmond de Rothschild, whom he 
managed to sponsor not only the well in Rishon Lezion, but the entire Jewish 
settlement project in Palestine. However, when the Baron's agent, Ossovitsky, 
represented the Baron's high handed and despotic policies towards the settlers, 
Feinberg led the opposition to Ossovitsky, which led the Baron demand to banish him 
from Rishon Lezion. He first refused, but after persuasion by the leaders of the 
settlement movement, headed by Lilienblum and Pinsker in Russia, who feared that 
Rothschild would withdraw his thorough investments in the project, he sold his farm, 
bought a small oil refinery in Arab Lud (Lydda) which went bankrupt, worked as a 
coachman and then opened a pharmacy in Jaffa. He died in Jericho, convalescing 
from a lung disease. 


? Czar Alexander II was assassinated in St. Petersburg when a bomb was thrown into 
his carriage. A relatively liberal-minded ruler, he relaxed some of the restrictions 
placed against the Jews, including abolishing the Cantonist system, which forced 
Jewish males, ages 12-18, away from their families into a program of Russian and 
Christian education in preparation for a 25-year military conscription. 


3 The assassination of Czar Alexander II became a major turning point in Jewish 
history. A month later, a wave of pogroms — systematic or sporadic attacks against 
Jewish homes, businesses, and synagogues — spread throughout the southwestern 
areas of the Russian Empire and affected hundreds of Jewish communities. The new 
Czar, Alexander III, blamed his father’s liberal policies for his assassination and 
moved to consolidate his power into an absolute autocracy. 


4 Yéhoshoua Ossovitzky (1858-1929) was to be one of the most notable agents of the 
Baron de Rothschild in Palestine. Born in Kiev, he studied French, beside his 
traditional Jewish education. In 1882 he came to the newly founded Rishon Lezion 
colony and became a teacher. He later went to Paris, impressed Rothschild and in 
1884 he was sent by the Baron as his agent to Rishon Lezion. He was first welcomed 
by the settlers who saw in him one of their own, but his newly adopted manners of 
arrogance and despotism caused bitter opposition between him and many of the 
Rishon settlers, who were divided into two factions: his enemies, headed by Feinberg, 
and his supporters. When he brought the Turkish army to help him tame the revolt 
against him, his adversaries demanded his removal. In his first, secret visit to 
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Palestine, Rothschild sided with his agent and demanded Feinberg's leaving the 
colony in exchange to Ossovitsky's transfer to the north colonies. 


> The 472,000 square mile region that comprised most of today’s countries of Poland, 
Ukraine, Belarus, Moldova, Latvia, Lithuania, and Estonia, in which Jews had been 
restricted to living beginning in 1835. The more liberal Czar Alexander II allowed 
some Jews to live outside of that area. Moving outside the Pale of Residence resulted 
in the development of Jewish communities in Moscow and St. Petersburg.: as a result 
of these policies, many Jews became more involved in the cultural and intellectual life 
of Russia. 


© An authentic character. 


7 An investigation into the cause of the pogroms found that the Jews “have succeeded 
in exploiting the main body of the population, particularly the poor, hence arousing 
them to a protest, which has found distressing expression in acts of violence.” 


8 A fictional character. 


9 Anton Rubinstein (1829-1894), A virtuoso Russian pianist, composer, and 
conductor, of Jewish origin. Had a wide international career. Founder and teacher at 
the Sankt Peterburg Conservatory, until he moved permanently to Dresden. 


0 Moshe Leib Lilienblum (1843-1910), Hebrew, Yiddish, and Russian writer. In 
1883, he founded the Odessa committee of Hoveve Tsiyon (Lovers of Zion), and from 
1884 until his death he served as its secretary. 


'l Yehuda Leon Pinsker (1821-1891) was a physician, a Zionist pioneer and activist, 
and the founder and leader of the Hovevei Zion (Lovers of Zion) movement. 


Zalman David Levontin (1865-1940) led a group of Jewish colonists,with Joseph 
Feinberg, to found Rishon Letzion. He later returned to Europe, served as an advisor 
to Herzl, founded the bank which would become Bank Leumi, and ran the Zionist 
Bank. Levontin returned to Rishon Letzion in 1903. 


'3 An invented character. 

'4 Unit of land area, about 2.5 acres;2500 square meters. 

'S 20 Francs coin. 

'6 An institute for full-time, advanced study of the Talmud and rabbinical literature. 


'7 Ahmed ‘Urabi (1839 —1911), known as 'Urabi Pasha, was an Egyptian nationalist 
and an officer of the Egyptian army. The first political and military leader in Egypt to 
rise from the peasant class, ‘Urabi participated in a 1879 mutiny that developed into 
the Urabi Revolt against the Anglo-French dominated administration. He was 
promoted to cabinet and began reforms of military and civil administrations, but 

the demonstrations in Alexandria of 1882 prompted a British bombardment and 
invasion that deposed him and his allies in favor of a British occupation. 
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'8 Hebrew: "Havatseleth". Habazeleth was a Hebrew-language newspaper published 
in Jerusalem in 1863 (5623-5624) and from 1870 to 1911. It operated for some time 
as a monthly publication, while in later years it became a biweekly and then weekly 
publication. A number of issues were published in Judeo-Spanish (during the first two 
years of the periodical's renewed activity) and in Yiddish (six issues, which were a 
kind of supplement to the periodical). For most of the years of its existence, Israel 
Dov Frumkin (1850-1914) was Habazeleth’s editor and owner. 


'° Eliezer Ben Yehuda (born Eliezer Yitzhak Perlman; 1858 —1922) was a Hebrew .... 
lexicographer and newspaper editor. He was the driving force behind the revival of 
the Hebrew language in the modern era. 


?0 Israel Dov Frumkin (1850 — 1914) was an author and pioneer of Hebrew journalism 
in Jerusalem. 


*! The Alliance israélite universelle - a Paris-based international Jewish organization 
founded in 1860 by the French statesman Adolphe Crémieux to safeguard the human 
rights of Jews around the world. 


2 Yechiel Michel Pines (1824 — 1913) was a Russian-born religious Zionist rabbi, 
writer, and community leader. He received both a religious and secular Jewish 
education, became a merchant, and gave lectures at the same time in the yeshiva of 
his native town. He was elected delegate to a conference held in London, for the 
establishment of charitable institutions in Palestine in commemoration of the name of 
Sir Moses Montefiore. In 1878 he settled in Jerusalem, to establish and organize such 
institutions. At the end of his life, Pines was an instructor in Talmud at the Hebrew 
Teachers' Seminary in Jerusalem. 


?3 "the people shall dwell alone, and shall not be reckoned among the nations", 


Numbers 23:9. 


4 Alexandre Dumas fils (1824 —1895) was a French author and playwright, best 
known for his romantic novel La Dame aux Cameélias (The Lady of the Camellias). 


5 Turkish name of Istanbul-Constaninopol. 


6Shabtai Zevi (1626-1676) was an ordained rabbi from Smyrna (now Izmir). A 
kabbalist, active throughout the Ottoman Empire, he claimed to be the long- 

awaited Jewish Messiah, and was the founder of the Shabatean movement. His fame 
spread all over Europe, and his followers sold their property and flocked to join him. 
After having banished from Salonica, a kabbalist centre, he wandered between 
Athens, Alexandria, and Cairo, and in 1663 he reached Jerusalem and made it the 
centre of his activity. He married Sarah, a famous Jewish refugee from the pogroms 
against the Jews in Poland, who fled via Amsterdam to Livorno, where she led a life 
of prostitution. Shabtai claimed that such a consort had been promised to him in a 
dream because he, as the Messiah, was bound to fall in love with an unchaste woman. 
Her beauty and eccentricity reportedly helped him gain new followers. Through her a 
new romantic and licentious element entered his career. Even the overturning of her 
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past scandalous life was seen by Shabtai's followers as additional confirmation of his 
messiahship, following the biblical story of the prophet Hosea, who had also been 
commanded to take a "wife of whoredom" as the first symbolic act of his calling. The 
rabbis of Jerusalem viewed Shabtai's movement with great suspicion, and threatened 
its followers with excommunication. Acknowledging that Jerusalem would not be the 
best place to enact his plans, Shabtai left for his native city, Smyrna, where, in 1665, 
he declared himself Messiah of the Jews. Henry Oldenburg, a distinguished German 
savant, wrote to Baruch Spinoza: "All the world here is talking of a rumour of the 
return of the Israelites ... to their own country. ... Should the news be confirmed, it 
may bring about a revolution in all things." In 1666, upon arriving in Constantinople, 
he was imprisoned on the order of the grand vizier. After being moved from different 
prisons around the capital to Adrianople (the imperial court's seat) for judgement on 
accusations of fomenting sedition, Shabtai was given by the Sultan of the Ottoman 
Empire, Mehmed IV, the choice of either facing death, or converting to Islam. Shabtai 
chose the latter by donning from then on a turban. He was rewarded by the heads of 
the Ottoman state with a generous pension for his compliance with their political and 
religious plans. Some of his followers also converted to Islam—about 300 families 
who were known as Dénmeh "converts". He subsequently was banished by the 
Ottomans, first to Constantinople, and, when he was discovered singing Psalms with 
the Jews, to a small town known today as Ulcinj in present-day Montenegro. He later 
died in isolation. 


7 T aurence Oliphant (1829 —1888), a Member of Parliament, was a South African- 
born British author, traveller, diplomat, British intelligence agent, Christian mystic, 
and Christian Zionist. In his lifetime, his best known book was his satirical 

novel Piccadilly (1870). In modern times, his scheme for planting Jewish agricultural 
colonies in the Holy Land, The Land of Gilead, draws more attention. By 1878 
Olipant, caught up in a wave of Western concern that Russia intended to conquer the 
Middle East, devised a "Plan for Gilead" under which Britain would plant a Jewish 
agricultural colony "in the northern and more fertile half of Palestine" and enlisted the 
approval of Prime Minister Disraeli, a supporter of Zionism; Foreign Minister 
Salisbury, the Prince of Wales; and the novelist George Eliot. Oliphant, credentialed 
by the British government, set sail in 1879 to investigate conditions for establishing a 
Jewish agricultural settlement in Palestine. Oliphant would later come to see Jewish 
agricultural settlements as a means of alleviating Jewish suffering in Eastern Europe. 
In May 1879, Oliphant was in Constantinople petitioning the Sublime Porte for 
permission to establish a Jewish agricultural colony in the Holy Land and settling 
large numbers of Jews there (this was prior to the first wave of Jewish settlement by 
Zionists in 1882, when Rishon Lezion was founded by Levontin, Feinberg, and 
others). The long-awaited meeting with the Sublime Porte finally took place in April 
1880, and was a complete failure; Oliphant and his plan were dismissed. In the 
opinion of the British Ambassador to the Sublime Porte, the effort failed because 
Oliphant spoke about how the return of the Jews to Palestine would bring the second 
coming of Jesus — language and ideas that the Sultan found uncongenial. When a 
wave of pogroms swept the Russian Empire in 1881, most notably the Kiev pogrom, 
charitable funds were raised in London under the aegis of the Mansion House 
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Committee, a group created for the purpose. When the Committee announced that the 
funds would be used to help the Jewish refugees resettle in America, Oliphant 
published an article in The Times on February 15, 1881 asserting that Jews who chose 
to settle in Palestine would have their religion safeguarded; his article met with such 
enthusiasm among Polish and Russian Jews that the Mansion House Committee 
appointed him commissioner to Galicia. Oliphant and his wife traveled to Vienna and 
Galicia, meeting with representatives of Eastern Jews. Oliphant had, by this point, 
become something of a celebrity among the Jews of Eastern Europe. He was spoken 
of as "another Cyrus and a "saviour," his settlement plans were published by the early 
Zionist newspaper Hamagid, written up by Peretz Smolenskin in Ha-Shachar, 

and Moses Lilienblum expressed the hope that Oliphant would be ‘the Messiah for 
Israel’. The Oliphants settled in Palestine, dividing their time between a house in 

the German Colony in Haifa, and another in the Druze village of Daliyat al- 

Karmel on Mount Carmel. Oliphant's secretary Naftali Herz Imber, author of the 
Israeli national anthem, Hatikva, lived with them. In the Holy Land, they were in 
touch with the Jewish pioneers of the First Emigration, donating 1,000 roubles to the 
founding settlers of Yesud HaMa'‘ala. He is regarded as having been "central" to "the 
establishment and survival" of Rosh Pinna and Zikhron Ya’akov. 


°8 Naftali Herz Imber (1856 —1909) was a Jewish Hebrew-language poet, most 
notable for writing a poem on which "Hatikvah", the Israeli national anthem, is based. 
Served as a private secretary to Laurence Oliphant. 


2° An authentic character, based on a rich Christian Arab landlord, who lived in Jaffa 
and owned houses and orange orchards. Historically, he rented a house in Abu Kabir, 
a Village near Jaffa on the road to Jerusalem, to members of the BJLU group. 


30 A German Templer colony established in Ottoman Palestine in 1871. 
*! Jeremiah 2:2 


3? Josef Breuer (1842 —1925) was a distinguished physician who made key discoveries 
in neurophysiology, and whose work in the 1880s with his patient Bertha 
Pappenheim, known as Anna O., developed the talking cure (cathartic method) and 
laid the foundation to psychoanalysis as developed by his protégé Sigmund Freud. 
Freud and Breuer documented their discussions of Anna O. and other case studies in 
their 1895 book, Studies in Hysteria. 


33 An authentic character. 


4 Rishon LeZion (Hebrew: First to Zion) was founded in 1882 by Jewish immigrants 
from the Russian Empire. It was the second Jewish farm settlement established in 
Ottoman Palestine in the 19th century, after Petah Tikva. As of 2017, it is the fourth 
largest city in Israel. 


35. Sponger. 
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3° Fringes attached to the garment as required by Jewish ritual. 


37 A youth village and boarding school in central Israel, established in 1870 by the 
Alliance israélite universelle. It was the first Jewish agricultural school in Palestine. 


38 The Paris commune, a radical socialist and revolutionary government that 
ruled Paris from 18 March to 28 May 1871. 


39 Tn the original Hebrew: "Ba'al" (Hebrew for husband); to which Nechama answer: 
An ancient Canaanite deity. I am no property, etc. 


40 Michael Halperin (1860-1919) was born in Vilnius, and became a pioneer and 
activist, champion for Hebrew language and Jewish labour. Coming from a wealthy 
family, he was persuaded by Lilienblum and Pinsker to donate 5000 roubles to the 
settlement project, which were used to purchase the land of Yesud Hama'ala colony. 
He emigrated to Palestine became a worker in Rishon Lezion and organized the first 
Jewish workers union, which caused a bitter enmity between him and Ossovitsky, 
Baron Rothschild's agent, who demanded his expulsion from the Baron's colony. 


“1 Dr Chaim Chissin (1865-1932) was a member of the BILU group, arriving with 
them to Palestine in 1882. He worked at Mikveh Israel and Rishon Lezion. 
Dissatisfied with the unstable economic situation, he left Palestine in 1887 and went 
back to Russia. He studied pharmacology, and in 1898 moved to Bern, Switzerland to 
study medicine. While in Europe he became a Zionist activist and wrote much about 
life in Palestine. Returning to Palestine in 1905, he settled in Jaffa and worked as a 
doctor. He was also active in Jewish workers organizations. He was one of the 
founders of Ahuzat Bayit, which became the first nucleus of Tel Aviv. 


“Jeremiah 8:1. 


‘3 Ha-Melitz (published 1860-1903) was the second Hebrew-language weekly in 
Tsarist Russia, and the central journalistic forum for Russian Jewry until the 
beginning of the twentieth century. Its ambiguous name—alternately meaning ‘fine 
talker,' on the one hand, 'translator' and 'advocate' on the other—treflects the 
ideological views of its editor and founder: the choice to use Hebrew, the language of 
historical sources, as the tool of enlightened (and later national) expression rather than 
the more common and popular Yiddish; and the combination of vigorous intercession 
with the authorities on behalf of Russian Jewry and the polemic (and often 
belligerent) political journalism which sought to entirely remold Russian Jewry along 
European models. 


“4 A passengers’ carriage sitting 6 to 10 passengers, drawn by 2 or 3 horses. Served as 
the major vehicle of public transport in Palestine between the late 1860s to the break 
of the First World War. 


45 Asher Zvi Hirsch Ginsberg (1856 —1927), better known by his Hebrew pen 

name Ahad Ha'am (Hebrew: 'one of the people’, Genesis 26:10) was a Hebrew 
essayist, and one of the foremost pre-state Zionist thinkers. Born in the Kiev area, he 
moved in 1908 to London to manage the office of the Wissotzky Tea company. He 
settled in Tel Aviv in early 1922, where he served as a member of the Executive 
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Committee of the city council until 1926. Plagued by ill health, Ginsberg died there in 
1927. He is known as the founder of cultural Zionism. With his secular vision of a 
Jewish "spiritual center" in the Land of Israel, he confronted Theodor Herzl. Unlike 
Herzl, the founder of political Zionism, Ahad Ha'am strived for "a Jewish state and 
not merely a state of Jews". He visited Palestine several times and wrote his 
impressions. Ahad Ha'am believed that Zionism must bring Jews to Palestine 
gradually, while turning it into a cultural centre. At the same time, it was incumbent 
upon Zionism to inspire a revival of Jewish national life in the Diaspora. Only then 
would the Jewish people be strong enough to assume the mantle of building a nation 
state. He did not believe that the impoverished settlers of his day would ever build a 
Jewish homeland. He saw the Hovevei Zion movement of which he was a member as 
a failure because the new villages were dependent on the largesse of outside 
benefactors. 


46 Proverbs 30:22 


“7 Dr Theodor Herzl (1860 —1904) was an Austro-Hungarian Jewish journalist, 
playwright, political activist, and writer who was the father of modern political 
Zionism. As the Paris correspondent for Neue Freie Presse, Herzl followed 

the Dreyfus affair, a political scandal that divided the Third French Republic from 
1894 until its resolution in 1906. It was a notorious antisemitic incident in France in 
which a Jewish French army captain was falsely convicted of spying for Germany. 
Herzl was witness to mass rallies in Paris following the Dreyfus trial. Herzl stated that 
the Dreyfus case turned him into a Zionist and that he was particularly affected by 
chants of "Death to the Jews!" from the crowds. Herzl formed the Zionist 
Organization and promoted Jewish immigration to Palestine in an effort to form a 
Jewish state. Though he died long before its establishment, he is hailed as the father 
of the State of Israel. 


48 Max Bodenheimer (1865 —1940) was a lawyer and one of the main figures 

in German Zionism. An associate of Theodor Herzl, he was the first president of 

the Zionist Federation of Germany and one of the founders of the Jewish National 
Fund. In August 1929 he joined the Revisionist party led by Ze'ev Jabotinsky. 
Bodenheimer attended the 17th Zionist Congress as a representative of the Revisionist 
party. During the Congress, a sharp controversy arose between the majority and the 
Revisionist party concerning the "ultimate goal" of Zionism, and the Revisionists left 
the Congress. This was the last Zionist Congress in which Bodenheimer 

participated. After his flight in 1933 from Nazi Germany, and a short sojourn in 
Holland, he settled in Palestine in 1935. 


4° Dr Max Nordau (Max Simon Nordau (born Simon Maximilian Siidfeld; 1849 — 
1923) was a Zionist leader, physician, author, and social critic. He was a co-founder 
of the Zionist Organization together with Theodor Herzl, and president or vice 
president of several Zionist congresses. As a social critic, he wrote The Conventional 
Lies of Our Civilisation (1883), Degeneration (1892), and Paradoxes (1896). 
Although not his most popular or successful work whilst alive, Degeneration is the 
book most often remembered and cited today. Nordau also, at the 1898 Zionist 
Congress, coined the term "muscular Judaism" (Muskeljudentum) as a descriptor of a 
Jewish culture and religion which directed its adherents to reach for certain moral and 
corporeal ideals which, through discipline, agility and strength, would result in a 
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stronger, more physically assured Jew who would outshine the long-held stereotype of 
the weak, intellectually sustained Jew. He would further explore the concept of the 
"muscle Jew" in a 1900 article of the Jewish Gymnastics Journal. When World War I 
broke out he, a native of Hungary, was accused of German sympathies. He denied the 
charge and afterward went to reside in Madrid. An attempt to assassinate him was 
made in December 1903, at a Hanukah party at a Zionist club in Paris: a Jewish 
student attacked him for supporting Herzl's Uganda plan. The shooter missed him and 
wounded lightly a young man standing by. Nordau died in Paris in 1923. 


°° The Bar Kokhba revolt (132-136 CE) was a rebellion of the Jews of the Roman 
province of Judea, led by Simon bar Kokhba, against the Roman Empire. The revolt 
erupted as a result of religious and political tensions in Judea following on the 

failed First Revolt in 66—73 CE. The proximate reasons leading to the revolt seem to 
be the construction of a new city, Aelia Capitolina, over the ruins of Jerusalem and 
the erection of a temple to Jupiter on the Temple Mount. The revolt was often 
considered a desperate and irresponsible adventure leading to a cruel suppression and 
heavy national disaster. The disastrous end of the revolt occasioned major changes in 
Jewish religious thought. Jewish messianism was abstracted and spiritualized, and 
rabbinical political thought became deeply cautious and conservative. The Talmud, 
for instance, refers to Bar Kokhba as "Ben-Kusiba," a derogatory term used to 
indicate that he was a false Messiah. The deeply ambivalent rabbinical position 
regarding Messianism would seem to have its origins in the attempt to deal with the 
trauma of a failed Messianic uprising. However, in the post-rabbinical era, the Bar 
Kokhba Revolt often became a symbol of valiant national resistance. The Zionist 
youth movement Betar took its name from Bar Kokhba's traditional last stronghold, 
and David Ben-Gurion (born Green), Israel's first prime minister, took his Hebrew 
last name from one of Bar Kokhba's generals. 


5! Genesis 3:15 


°* Hadera was established in 1891 as a farming colony by members of the Zionist 
group, "Lovers of Zion", on land purchased by Yehoshua Hankin, known as the 
Redeemer of the Valley. The land was purchased from a Christian effendi, Selim 
Khuri. This was the largest purchase of land in Palestine by a Zionist group, although 
the land was of low quality and mostly swampland. The only inhabitants prior to the 
purchase were a few families raising water buffaloes and selling reeds. Baron 
Edmond de Rothschild provided the Jewish settlers the funding for Egyptian laborers 
to drain the swamps. 


53 Water buffaloes. 


>4 The Jewish colony of Metula was founded in 1896 by 60 farming families from 
more established settlements and 20 families of non-farming professions. When the 
Druze Rebellion of 1895 broke out, the men of Mutallah joined its ranks. Since the 
women were not able to cope with the work, the owner of the land, a Christian 

from Sidon named Jabur Bey Riskalas (Greek Diplomat to Middle East), sold 

12,800 dunams of land to Baron de Rothschild's chief agent Joshua Ossovitsky. It had 
been inhabited and cultivated by more than 600 Druze tenant farmers. When the 
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Druze Rebellion was put down, the men returned and demanded their tenancy rights 
back. Ossovitsky called in the Turkish authorities, who came to arrest the Druse as 
deserters and rebels, while Ossovitsky offered them paltry compensation to leave the 
land. Many were unsatisfied and eight years of feuds and violent clashes ensued. 
Eventually an agreement was reached between the villagers and the Jewish 
Colonization Association in 1904 for an additional payment of 60,000 francs (3,000 
Turkish pounds). This episode brought much criticism of the methods of Rothschild's 
agents, including some from other Zionists such as Ahad Ha'am. The Druze moved to 
other Druze-inhabited villages, including Isfiya on Mount Carmel. 


5° Naguib Azoury or Negib Azoury (circa 1870-1916) was a Maronite Christian 
writer who espoused Arab nationalist ideals, most notably in the book Le réveil de la 
nation arabe. 


5° Yusuf Dia Pasha al-Khalidi (1829-1906) was a prominent Ottoman politician 

and mayor of Jerusalem in the years 1870-1876, 1878-1879, and 1899-1906. Al- 
Khalidi played a key role in the opposing political factions established to prohibit the 
Ottoman Empire's attempts to violate the constitution. He also wrote the first Kurdish- 
Arabic dictionary. In 1899 he wrote a letter to the Zadok Kahn, the chief rabbi of 
France in which he stated "Who can deny the rights of the Jews to Palestine? My God, 
historically it is your country!”, however, he then suggested that, since Palestine was 
already inhabited, the Zionists should find another place for the implementation of 
their political goals. " ... in the name of God," he wrote, "let Palestine be left alone." 
Kahn showed the letter to Theodore Herzl, the founder of political Zionism. On 19 
March 1899 Herzl replied to al-Khalidi in French assuring him that, if the Zionists 
were not wanted in Palestine, "We will search and, believe me, we will find elsewhere 
what we need." 


>7 This incident is based on a real event which occurred about 4 months after the 
Congress, and was aimed at Nordau, Herzl's vice president. See note 48 above. 
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